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THERE HAVE BEEN A LOT OF PEOPLE WHO CLAIMED TO HAVE BUILT THE
GREAT PYRAMID, BUT HISTORY PROVES NONE OF THEM. HOWEVER, THE
PYRAMID OF GIZEH, PYRAMIDOLOGISTS SAY, WAS BUILT FOR PROPHECY
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CURRENTLY, THE PROPHECY OF A GREAT EVENT ON MARCH 3-4 OF THIS
YEAR HAS COME TRUE. ON THAT DAY AMERICANS BROKE GERMAN LINES
WEST OF THE RHINE, WHICH, REMAGEN NOTWITHSTANDING, WON THE WAR
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The Horde swept on through
space, conquering planets—but
there was one world beyond their

evil power: for its ruler was a goddess
8
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10 AMAZING STORIES

« So BEAUTIFUL—so magnifi-

cent a city! And I must fight a
war to lose it!  Deliberately
lose a war!”

Brail, ruler of the planet Helgo and
Emperor of a score of planets strung
like matched pearls across the night
sky, was, as usual, feeling impotent.
His square, darkly ruddy face was grim.
He stared out over the lovely city visible
from the balustrade of his palace, Ber-
salt.

Bersalt, the huge and ancient palace
of the lords of Helgo, had been built
in the misty past by men of mighty
wisdom and a now lost science. Added
to and altered interiorly from time to
time, the palace covered a half-dozen
square miles, being in truth a city.
Fabricated from polished rock, it
leaped up strangely, an alien thing of
blood-red battlements and tall, mysteri-
ous towers. Helgonians had long hated
Bersalt for all it symbolized. For cen-
turies revolt after revolt had flattened
in despairing fury against its walls with
no result but more death for the people.
Only the present ruler’s popularity was
holding back the people now from seiz-
ing upon the chance offered to revolt
while the Horde’s invasion occupied the
war fleets.

Brail left the balcony and paced im-
patiently into the great Hall of the
Faces. His hand rumpled the heavy
red hair that tumbled over his brow.
The Horde, the hated Horde was on its
all-conquering way to take over the Hel-
gonian Empire as it had taken over so
many great nations of space. He, Brail,
must send his loyal men to death—to
certain, unavoidable death, They must
do battle and they must lose. By the
black bowels of Mother Night, if he,
Brail, were but ruler in truth, it would
be different. His broad, red-bristled
fist clenched fiercely, his teeth flashed.
This was his chance—he would not fail.

The Horde would win, and the play-
acting would end.

Brail’'s mind reviewed the situa-
tion. . .

Helgo had ever been a poor place for
the common man to live. For ages the
use of pleasure vibrants had developed
in secret and the rich, who alone held
them, were all addicts. Their children,
strangely perverted and deformed in
both shape and character, had grown
up generation after generation to form
at last a fixed rigid class, the owners of
the pleasure rays. Attached to this
class were most of the young and pretty
girls of the planet. These were seized
as soon as grown to the age of attrac-
tion and trained for the slave marts,
which were secret places to the people.
From the slave marts they found their
way to their cruel and powerful lord’s
pleasure palaces to contribute their
short life to unending orgies.

The condition of these slaves might
have been alleviated had there been
any opportunity for these or for en-
slaved workers to attain positions of
importance under the ruling class, but
those who were expert in the use of the
pleasure rays were sedulous in their
care to madden and degenerate any of
their creatures who showed ambition or
capability so that subjection to the rays
meant near idiocy for most of them.

This, however, had in time become
true of the entire ruling class, so that in
all Helgo there were but few men and
women of powsr and influence who re-
tained mental alertness. Among these
was Prince Brail, now the Emperor,
ruler by right of succession. He sat
publicly upon the throne in Bersalt, his
inscrutable expression hiding the as-
tounding discovery he had made upon
succession to the throne: that govern-
ment was in the hands of madmen and
that their secret knowledge of the mys-
terious rays was such that he must play



QUEST OF BRAIL 11

complaisant puppet or die.

With their penetrative vision rays
which could see and slay him anywhere
in Bersalt, he must do their bidding or
perish. DBrail had been obliged to ac-
cept the situation until some way
opened to him for a change. His peo-
ple believed him a wise ruler although
in fact he had no more to say about
rule than the least man in the empire.
Yet the army liked him and orders from
his lips were executed without delay or
murmur, so that on the surface all was
well with the government in Helgo. Yet
the mad and cruel clique tortured and
slew whom they pleased and there was
no peace or safety for any man who did
not possess the secret weapons. The
common man’s daughters were stolen
from under his helpless, hating eyes;
his sons recruited into the army or into
labor crews at tender ages; his crops
brought liitle or no profit to him when
sold, and he and his wife were tor-
mented from afar by unseen powerful
rays in the hands of madmen and mad-
der children. None of this was laid at
the door of Brail, it was considered the
workings of strange and malevolent be-
ings dwelling in accessible under-
ground caverns. For such was the
known case on other planets.

Now, adding to the exigencies of
daily unhappy living, news came from
space of the Horde, sweeping on un-
defeated from sun to sun, and the poor
of Helgo prayed on hended knee to
their ancient, nigh-forgotten Gods,
begging that the Horde might conquer,
since the undefeated enemy might also
defeat the evil that lay in secret hid-
ing, making their lives unbearable.
That this was traitorous to their prince
could nat be helped; the drowning do
not split hairs about what they clutch.

RAIL’S fiery hair caught the blue
light from the third sun as he strode

back and forth in the Hall Of The
Faces. His thoughts were confused
and bitter, for defeat might mean the
amelioration of present conditions for
his people, but it might also mean the
loss of all the work he had secretly
done in spite of the hidden watchers.
Victory for Brail’s forces could mean
both the continuation of the present
hideous situation in which he found
himself and the chance to develop
his plans further,

Ii his ancestors could see him, Brail,
the son of Brail, a puppet under an
idiot! They had conquered the
galaxy, planet by planet, and he who
should be the greatest of them ali
must slyly and purposely lose that
tremendous empire, world by world,

That the Horde had some mighty
secret power was undeniable and
without a knowledge of its nature, how
could they be beaten away from Helgo?
Such were his excuses to his stupid
masters. Yet fight he must, and that
soon, or they would kill him before
his plans matured.

His troubled thoughts ripened into
action. He strode out upon the gal-
lery surrcunding the great bowl in
which lay the space communicator.!
His muscular fingers turned on the
activator, the pearly cloud glowed
luminously and then turned dark as
infinite space. Obedient to his own
recent orders there deployed within
that blackness the lights of many space-
ships, lights from his fleet now many
parsecs distant. The vision-screen
before him brought clearly the pres-
ence of Urdil, fleet commander. The
man’s voice came in over the audi-
phone.

“We have not sighted them as yet,
my prince.”

1 Space communicator—a powerful conductive
ray, focused by muitiple lenses—with-a thought
augmentor and vision screen as subsidiary attach-
ments~—~AUTHOR.
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“When you do, bend every effort to
isolating and capturing at least one ship
intact. Then retreat and hold the po-
sition about Bersalt. We cannot afford
another defeat like the last one and we
cannot meet the Horde in successful
battle until we know more about their
secret methods.”

“I hear and obey, Prince Brail.”

Commander Urdil’s likeness faded
from the vision-screen.

Brail returned thoughtfully to hlS
pacing in the great hall. From the
walls the death masks of his ancestors
scowled upon him as if resentful of
his impotence. He could only wait with
impatience for the capture of a Horde
space-ship and perhaps from the per-
sonnel he might learn something of
the Horde’s mysterious invincibility.
It was well worth a try. Fight he must,
even with the sure prospect of defeat.
He was sick unto death of enforced
pretense, everlasting play-acting, dup-
ing of men whom he liked and admired.
The farce would end with defeat and
within possibility he might himself
escape into some kind of anonymous
freedom. This could not be if he were
forced to inurement in the pit of Ber-
salt, his princely person a screen to
hide those hated monsters who in re-
ality tyrannized over Helgo.

He vowed with grinding teeth that
this should never come to pass. Better
rot in the Horde’s prison than be in-
strumental for a continued hated mis-
government by the hidden rulers over
his wretched people, who might indeed
fare better under the Horde about
whose treatment of inferior classes
nothing definite could be learned as yet.
His face, dark with conflicting thoughts,
grim with concentrated will, lifted to
the death masks that hung interminably
along the wall opposite the wide win-
dows.

“Better death than further serfdom,”

said Brail's low, snarling voice. “I'll
crawl to these bloated masters of mine
no more.”

HE PUSHED one hand roughly
through the thick red hair so
characteristic of his princely line, the
other going involuntarily to his girdle
where he had once thought ingenuously
to wear the dis-ray needle hand gun,
but where now only a short jeweled
dagger was suspended. His tightly
compressed lips drew back against his
white teeth as there flashed over him
the hot but futile fury of his impotence
under the real rulers of his realm. The
gray eyes darkened as he wheeled to
face the portal at the farther end of
the hall, that door which he loathed
as a symbol of his degradation, since
through it he must yet go many times
at the behest of those monstrous beings
that existed behind it. His hand slipped
down to his side, empty of any weapon.
Not while the secret rulers reigned
would he be permitted to handle what
might well be turned agaimst them.

Once again he strode with easy grace
to the gallery overlooking the menti-
cloud basin. At the subsidiary visi-
screen he turned a knob slowly until
he could locate the advancing air fleet
of that invincible armada of the Horde.
He leaned his tall figure toward the
screen and concentrated upon those ap-
proaching space-ships. He enlarged the
image of the foremost until the likeness
of the pilot stood out with bold dis-
tinctness.

Brail studied the strong square face
thoughtfully. The pilot’s straight up-
per lip wore a small black moustache
to which its owner occasmnally touched
one index finger hghtly as if to reassure
himself of the presence of a hirsute
adornment that in turn did much for
the frank countenance. The man’s
keen black eyes were fixed ahead
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toward the goal of Helgo and Bersalt.-
The nostrils of the slightly flattened
nose, that looked as though it had
sometime stopped a fist or two, twitched
noticeably, betraying the pilot’s intense
inner excitement.

Brail said aloud: “I like this chap.
If the rest are like him, my people will
be better off.” Brail focused the lead
ray of the great thought cloud on the
face in the vision-screen. His thought
pictures formed clear in the super aug-
mentation of the great mechanism.

* k%

HE pilot’s eyes were fixed ahead.

Black and hot in the depths of his
mind lay an image; a dark goddess
smiled and drew him on. In the birth-
place of all life, at the head waters of
the river called Styx, under the roots
of Yggdrasil the tree of being, deep be-
yond the last veil of consciousness, he
sensed the warm, dark pulsation that
carried within itself the answer to all
mysteries. ;

About him were unwanted sterile
things, old and forgotten, waiting for
the wash of Time to sweep them up and
off upon its heavy, dusty bosom. But
Life is other than Time. Time is slow
destruction while Life births forever as
a plant puts forth leaves. To cease
growing, he thought, is to begin dying
and death was horrible to him as to all
men,

“With my aid you may defeat dark
Death. With my help you can grow
and even live forever. I am calling
you. Come to me for wisdom and
guidance. Seek me out. I shall await
you.” This was the message the young
pilot seemed to sense from that distant
dark goddess whom he felt filled space
ahead, blotting out the stars with un-
ceasing, irresistible growth,

Lori drew a long breath of yearning
for fulfillment of dreams that he knew
might never come true. He was after

all but a small cog in the mighty mech-
anism of the Horde; only a serial num-
ber among his shipmates. His mother
had named him Lori, and the sound of
that childhood name on his tongue, mut-
tered half aloud, brought with it nostal-
gia for the days when he was not a
robot pilot on a space-ship of the Horde,
but an individual child, a personage
small but important in his immediate
family. He tried to check this cur-
rent of thought, knowing well it would
be read by the co-ordinator of his
mind-team, to his detriment, and fol-
lowing his effort there crackled through
his brain the too audible voice:

“Asleep on duty, B23X? And you
a3 chief pilot? What in the name of
the gods were you dreaming?”

Lori snapped to alertness, black eyes
sweeping the instrument panel, hands
passing rapidly over the controls. The
fleet formation on the visi-screen was
intact and he relaxed thankfully.

“An old dream of mine, of the dark
goddess of life. I shall stay awake
now,” he spoke mentally to the co-
ordinator.

“We should sight the enemy within
the hour. On vour toes!”

The mental voice of the co-ordinator
was the voice of his own will, so long
had they trained together, thought Lori.
He told himself with savage resentment,
it was too much so. By a strong effort
of his trained will he concentrated on
the work to which he had been assigned,
clearing his mind withal regretfully of
those illusive but alluring dreams of
the beneficent offerings of a dark and
powerful goddess.

x k¥
HE soft susurrus of silken garments
caught Brail back into conscious-
ness of his present surroundings; he
turned quickly. A girl, young and
lovely, subtly feminine in every move-
ment of her lithe body as she drifted
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toward him up the hall, met his gray
eves with a smile that lighted up her
oval, charming face.

“My dear lord, are you to have no
rest until Bersalt is—" her voice trailed
off into significant silence.

Brail beckoned her to his side.

“Look here, Mirrla., What would
you think of this Hordeman pilot? Is
he not an attractive fellow?”

Mirrla gazed long at the vision-
screen, nodding slowly.

“He can be trusted, my lord. He is
truly good. But he is troubled . . .

The prince turned off the vision-
screen.

“Can the other Hordemen be like
him? Or is he possibly an exception
to his fellows?” he cogitated aloud.

“Have you asked Commander Urdil
to capture one ship intact, as you
planned” asked the girl. “I do hope
it will be this one. Then you may be
able to learn something of the Horde’s
secret weapons, for I do not believe
that pilet is a contented man. There
is something resentful and bitter in his
expression.”

“My wise Mirrla,” murmured Brail,
passing one hand caressingly drown the
waving length of her fair tresses.

Under the lightly tender contact the
girl’s eyes closed and a blissful expres-
sion flitted across her charming face.

Brail breathed a gusty sigh.

“] must make a report to our glori-
ous rulers,” he commented drily as he
paced down the hall toward the loathed
doorway, his arm about the girl’s slen-
der waist. “Our glorious belly-worms,”
he added, in her ear.

“Can you not rest with us a while
then?” she pleaded softly as they
paused before the portal.

He shook his head, whispered, “If T
loaf, the enemy Horde might lose.”
Then, aloud. “No, my girl. I must
watch over the fleet maneuvers so that

the moment our captured prize is
brought to Bersalt we may be ready for
a questioning of her crew.”

Mirrla touched his temples lightly
with both delicate hands.

“May the Dark Goddess protect you,
my dear .’

* kK

ORI concentrated savagely on the
space-ship’s controls but his mind
wandered afar, for the Helgonian fleet
had not yet been sighted and there was
little to do but keep the ship on her
course. Recruited at sixteen by the
Horde’s agents, as were most of the
youth of the planet Keshen, B23X had
seen but little of life save the interior
of the battleships of space, for the
Horde was eternally at war, adding to
its continually increasing empire as it
absorbed one after the other of small
neighboring planets. The discipline in
the training corps was Spartan, the con-
centration in mind synchronization
broadening as the thoughts handled by
students were infinitely more numerous
and complex than those of the single
individual. The strength of the coordi-
nation command signals was too strong,
subtly so, in that the individual will was
in time affected and no Hordeman felt
initiative will of his own, when the syn-
chronizing helmets were donned and the
fleet in action. Land liberties were few
and oftenest under conditions where en-
tertainment lacked, so that the mens’
few free moments were taken up with
woman yearning and futile dreams of
freedom to be theirs when the seemingly
endless struggles would at long last be

finished. .

The young pilot had his own dreams,
bizarre and unusual to such an extent
that he never shared them with his
comrades, more outspoken than he in
their nightly dreaming. For some years
Lori had been meeting in his dreams
the same tall, green-skinned witch
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queen, officiating over strange love
ceremonies where he served as acolyte.
He had come to believe that no flesh-
and-blood woman could possibly match
the appeal of this alluring creature who
lived on magically in his mind when he
wakened each morning from his dreams
of her. He counted her love a greater
one than he could find elsewhere, and
he called her Norla. The enly other
vision that drifted through his sleeping
mind was that recurrent one of a Dark
Goddess of Life.

She filled space mystically in a cer-
tain quarter afar and called to him as
a mother calls to her strayed child.
That these visions were anything but
vivid dreams Lori did not have sufficient
knowledge to realize. With deep yearn-
ing his innermost self reached out to
that Dark Goddess whose call sounded
so alluringly, with such strong promise,
in the ears of his mind. The Hordeman
soldier’s life, subordinating as it did
everything that might make for indi-
viduality, revolted the young pilot and
only in that deep beckoning from the
far spaces could he sense any hope for
future liberty of thought or will.

Lori watched the obstacle indicator
ray dial and forward vision-screen into
which the space-ship bored with incred-
ible speed. If the Horde were beaten
back, his own capture might not be
such a dread calamity. Could it not be
possible that life under Prince Brail
might hold more agreeable vistas of
noble adventure in living than the dull
life of a Hordeman?

Dim but unfailing, that soft whisper
touched him through space. The Dark
Goddess flung temptingly infinite prom-
ise of goodly and gracious living before
the eyes of his mind. Lori’s even teeth
gritted with his determination to learn
the visionary or real character of that
Goddess, as well as her qualifications as
leader and guide. These visions of her,

experienced by many, were ignored by
other spacemen as meaningless phe-
nomena of space, like mirages. '
Sitting at the space ship controls on
one horn of the Horde’s attacking
crescent, Lori became suddenly aware
that the entire ship was shaking like a
Venusian dancer’s G-string. What in
Hades—? He had never experienced
this sort of thing in all his years on the
battleships. The vibrations grew faster
and finer until he felt that every fibre
of his body was being shaken apart
from its fellows. His hands slipped
down from the controls. His brain
dulled and before his eyes black night
dropped smotheringly upon him.
He slipped unconscious from his seat.
k%
BRAIL turned the dial of the hated
door. Behind it lay the murky
heart of his empire, that group of the
powerful rich whose evil habits had at
last forced them into building this hid-
den place for those repeated debauches
which consumed the lives of the best
and loveliest in the empire. Brail was
but their man, their thing, their figure-
head whose upright life was to dupe
the people into stupid loyalty. Brail,
who despised and loathed them, con-
tinued ever to hold his place, that he
might serve at times as a buffer between
their cruelty and his victimized people.
Brail’s husky voice murmured the
secret words and the door opened slowly
at his touch on the dial. He passed
through a long corridor after the door
closed behind him and emerged into an
immense vaulted room, the ceiling of
which depicted the blue canopy of
heaven, lighting the apartment with
a brilliantly spreading glow from a min-
iature sun. Over a hundred slave girls,
their nude bodies bathed in the power-
ful spreading stim-rays, were scattered
in groups or singly about the downy
couches and cushioned reclining chairs
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upon which lolled luxuriously those
members of the wealthy class who se-
cretely ruled Helgo through Brail’s
compulsory complaisance,

Closer within the stim-ray circle knelt
a dozen beautiful women and young
girls who had become hopelessly ad-

dicted to its induced pleasures. These
~ addicts were in the condition in which
the Fat Ones desired them to be, pray-
ing endlessly for a scant trifle to ease
their hunger; willing to render up their
lives for one sweep of its intensified
thrills. Within the heavy wire en-
closure about the stim the endless in-
dulgence continued, carefully regulated
for the Fat Ones but cruelly augmented
for the slave women, whose doom was
too frequently death from the terrific
nervous over-stimulation.

Brail stood there for a long moment,
staring with narrowed gray eyes at the
orgiastic scene. As he gazed upon that
mad tangle of flesh with fastidious
shrinking, he thought how different the
picture could be under the direction of
those Wise Ones who had originally
built the stim. He could see the velvet
bodies moving slowly and beautifully,
dark, glistening eyes seeming to mes-
merize the oniooker and gracefully
beckoning hands stretching out with
allure, Disgust at the mad mess before
him gave Brail a sensation of nausea.
This endless indulgence unto death—
these burning, swooning bacchantes—
these fat, formless masters of his .
he brushed his hand involuntarily across
his gray eyes as if to remove reality so
that the brighter dreams could shine
through uninhibited.

" OMEN!” thought Brail

“Women!” How little in truth
do these Fat Ones know them, to make
of them more vessels of ignorant indul-
gence to make of them mindless slaves
to an idiot’s false desire.” Brail knew

the growth potential in these stim rays,
and he thought with keen yearning of
the dreams that haunted him of volup-
tuous- lipped queen-bee women of vast
superiority of beauty and being which
the stim rays, intelligently handled,
would have made of those wretched ad-
dicts. In his dreams those women
hung in the last veil of his waking con-
sciousness, their lips that curled into
ready laughter, their long rich bodies
moving with grace, their voices cares-
sing the ear with song-like talk of
infinitely clever sounds and meanings
of which he could never tire. Oh, if he
could but take over the stim-ray ma-
chines— He jerked himself into reality
with a drawing-back of his powerful
shoulders under the gold-encrusted
jacket. The rays were in the hands
of the Fat Ones, the rich and cruel and
degenerate ignorant who had in ages
past murdered the inventors to protect
the great secret of their use. With those
rays the Fat Ones could follow Brail
to great distances and slay him were he
to revolt against their idiotic rule.

The prince stepped forward into the
room with reluctance for his clean soul
revolted ever at the obligation to pre-
sent himself before the Fat Ones as
their vassal. - He addressed himself to
a fat prince whose couch stood on a
slightly raised dais.

“Great Prince of Helgo, our fleet
is by this time engaging the oncoming
Horde’s van. Should the Horde prove
once more invincible, you must be pre-
pared for instant flight. Thus far none
have been able to withstand them and
we, too, may fall before their secret
weapons.”

The fat prince moved his thick body
sluggishly, his deep, oily voice, hardly
human in intonation but merely the
instrument of an insatiable appetite, is-
sued as if reluctantly from his swollen

lips.
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“I have long been prepared. Look
you to the battle.” The voice sharp-
ened to a cruelly ominous note. “Be
sure we meet with success, little prin-
celing.”
~ Brail’s shoulders jerked again. His
square dark face flushed redly at the
threat which he dared not resent openly.

“Life is sweet, Prince Brail,” drawled
the Fat One, showing his teeth in an
ugly smile,

His hand gestured wearily to a pillar,
from a metal projection of which a
woman was suspended by her long
glossy braids of hair, The poor crea-
ture’s pain-wracked body jerked slowly
under the influence of a pain-vibrant.
That she was near death if the pain-
vibrant continued its work Brail saw,
since she must have hung for days
under the impact of the pain impulse
-rays which knotted and shook her body
as if she had been a fish impaled on a
barbed hook.

“DEATH, my Brail, is never wel-
come or agreeable,” murmured
the Fat One thickly, watching with
pride the victim of his dismal cruelty
and obviously convinced that the pup-
pet prince would take the lesson to
heart. :
Brail queried softly, “What was her
offense, Prince Onil?”

He strove to conceal his repug-
nance at sight of that weary, writhing
body, so beautiful, 50 near to death’s
relief,

The Fat One wailed with petulance.
“She bit me.”

“Love often bites,” Brail murmured.
“Since you are tired of her, give her to
me, my Onil. Gratitude is a good
stimulant to love and she is by far too
lovely for a death doom. An artist like
you,” he insinuated persuasively, “can-
not really desire to destroy such beau-
tiful flesh, when there are so many

women less desirable whose long-
drawn-out agonies could be quite as in-
triguing. Give her to me!”

“Take her! Take her away. She
bores me. She is too long in dying.
She is too modest to suffer well, But
no dallying now with love,” the thick
voice warned. “Back to the vision-
screen, Prince. Commander Urdil may
stand in need of your counsel.”

Prince Onil dismissed Brail with the
gesture of one raised fat finger and bent
his gaze upon a lovely woman kneeling
near him under the stim ray, her face
portraying almost agonized pleasure as
she relaxed to the vibrations.

Prince Brail strode to the piilar and
switched off the pain ray. He pulled
the dagger from his girdle and slashed
at the rope knotted to the swooning
woman’s long braids. He snatched up
a cloak, and flung it about the quiver-
ing, relaxed body, which he lifted in his
powerful arms. He made haste to leave
that den of automatic, destroying lust,
scowling as he strode down the Hall
Of the Faces, thinking as he went
with his burden of wrecked beauty
how strange and unjust was that social
system which gave to beastly monsters
a plentitude of feminine beauty , the
only use for which was to pander to
monsters without true desire. They
had no true desire for beauty or women,
but only the hideous lust of an auto-
maton.

T THE entrance of his private
apartments Brail motioned the
guard to open ‘the door. He carried
the limp body inside. At his entrance
to the open court centered by a spark-
ling pool of water in which several slave
girls disported themselves gaily, Mirrla
sprang from her seat before a tapestry
frame upon which her clever fingers
were depicting the likeness of her
loved lord upon a golden throne whence
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he dispensed justice.

“Poor thing!” she cried involun-
tarily.

Brail laid the drooping, swooning
body tenderly upon a couch.

Mirrla bent over the other woman,
pitying eyes gentle and mournful.
Other slave girls began to gather. Those
girls were the puppet prince’s sole
confidantes. None but what owed him
some debt of gratitude for their rescue
from one or another of the Fat Ones.
This woman was not the first victim of
the hidden rulers’ tortures whom the
slave girls had cared for and brought
back to living loveliness and some
modicum of hope in life,,

“Treat her with the anaesthetic ray,”
Brail suggested. “She has suffered too
much and too long and her best chance
is a deep, induced sleep.”

Two of the maidens wheeled a por-
table lamp to the couch where the
rescued woman lay, breathing feebly
with an effort. They switched on the
lamp, from which a blackish opalescence
streamed. That ray would block off the
nerve impulses and stop all body sensa-
tion.

Brail watched as the women clust-
ered about. Some set to work knead-
ing and massaging the painfully knotted
muscles, smoothing out the soft pain-
wracked flesh, rubbing in soothing oils.
One of the girls knelt at his feet, wrap-
ping her soft arms about his thighs and
lifting her adoring face to meet his
grim gaze,

“Think no more of what has been, my
lord. You have enough responsibility
without suffering for your creatures, all
of whom love you. Soon this poor thing
will worship you as do we, and find her
truest happiness in anticipating your
every wish.”

The prince’s dark face softened.
His left hand pushed up the heavy red
hair and his right twisted softly in the

girl’s bright locks.

“My Reema, remember that if we fall
into the hands of the Horde, you and
Mirrla and the rest of you lovelies may
have a chance for life if you feign joy
at being liberated from my dominion.
Let them think you hate everyone in
the palace. That may be your best
way to serve me. We know but little
of the Horde and they may be kinder
to serve than are the Fat Ones.”

“If they put you in prison, dear .
lord . . .” she faltered.

“Then you will come to stop the whips
and the fire tortures and the pain rays,
if you can.”

“We will free you and hide you
among us,” she cried wildly.

Brail gave a short laugh.

“I thank you for your plans, Reema,
but I doubt your opportunities to carry
them out. Only the Dark Goddess can
know what you may be able to do, for
you are far from stupid, my girl.”

He thought to himself, that if the
palace were to fall, the sooner the bet-
ter. Yet he must go through the mo-
tions, if only to preserve his own life
from the death rays in the hands of
Prince Onil. He had to be on his way,
back to the thought cloud. He released
Reema’s bright hair, tossing it playfully
about her bowed shoulders.

“Mirrla, I go. If I am needed, I shall
be in the gallery by the thought cloud.”

Mirrla, wide eyes meeting his in an
agony of apprehension for his safety,
nodded slowly from her place at the
couch of the sleeping woman. She
watched the beloved form of her lord as
he disappeared through the guarded
entrance to the apartments. Then she
returned to the work in hand, giving her
instructions to the slave girls as they
stood about the couch.

ONCE again confronting the bow! of
the thought cloud, Brail watched
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the pearly swirl darkening into the black
of space. His thoughts wandered to the
Helgonian fleet. He reproached himself
remorsefully because he admitted his
lack of interest in the final result of the
ensuing battle. He realized that even
his actions as he followed the natural
course of leadership were largely auto-
matic. He could bring no reason into
the forefront of his mind for the better-
ment of Helgo should the Helgonian
fleet beat off the space ships of the
Horde successfully. He bent his will
upon the thought cloud and switched
on the vision-screen.

In the depths of the black cloud there
began to take shape a wide crescent
composed of thousands of great space
battleships that were the Horde’s and
opposing them the thin triangle that was
the Helgonian fleet. Like a huge wedge
the triangle aimed at one bow of the
crescent and as the two opposing for-
mations neared, ship after ship burst
into flares of incandescent brilliance
and then floated, masses of wreckage,
out of the fight.

Brail, chserving with keen interest
the apparently similar qualities of the
opposing weapons, mused that the losses
were about equal and as far as he could
judge the Helgonian space ships were
superior in speed. He dialed a close-
up. The great horn of the Horde’s at-
tacking crescent was badly chewed and
the point of the Helgonian wedge bit
through, then broke up and formed into
a circle that cut off two of the alien
space ships completely from their for-
mation. He recognized as he watched
that Commander Urdil was following
his instructions. Great tractor rays
from the entire Helgonian fleet held
the two enemy ships in the center of
their circle and began to draw away in
this formation from the attacking cres-
cent.

Knowing well how a tractor ray,

properly interrupted, can shake a ship
until the whole crew drops insensible,
the prince knew now what Commander
Urdil had done to the silent captive
spacers. The encounter had cost Heglo
ten great warships and the enemy had
lost but six, which included the two
ships captured intact. The Helgonian
fleet was fortunate enough, considering
the odds against them. Brail watched
with approval the swift retreat of the
Helgonian fleet, realizing that the ad-
vantage in speed was not the only
reason for the rapidly increasing dis-
tance between it and the invaders’ fleet.
Beyond doubt the commander of the
Horde suspected a trap, in view of this
too-easy defeat, if defeat it could be
termed; his pursuit was cautious and
almost appeared reluctant. It was ob-
vious that the enemy was in no rush to
pursue hastily a fleet that sped away
while yet there was some hope of suc-
cessful combat. Such tactics were al-
most too pointed,
x k%
HOW long he remained dead to the
world Lori could not tell, when he
first opened his eyes. Helay on a couch
in a small cell of solid stone walls. At
his stight movement he felt the weight of
the irons locked about his ankles. He
swung his feet heavily to the stone pav-
ing and sat up on the edge of the couch
and saw then that he was not alone.
Muffled in a long cloak, a girl steod
near the barred door. As Lori stirred,
she spoke swiftly in an alien tongue,
directing her speech at a microphone in
her hand. Almost immediately the iron
door swung open and a Helgonian offcer
came into the cell, drawing a key from
his girdle as he came. He motioned to
the young pilot to swing his feet back
onto the couch and at Lori’s compre-
hending obedience, the officer unlocked
the irons. He beckoned the young
prisoner to follow and left the room
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with the girl, proceeding up a narrow
corridor that opened into a long hall and
a waiting elevator.

With its passengers the elevator rose,
past floor after floor. At last it stopped
and the girl touched a button that
opened the door and motioned to Lori
to follow her, She tripped lightly down
the hall and opened a door, stood back,
and gestured for the young pilot to
enter. Lori hesitated on the threshold.
Such a room he had never seen in all his
Spartan-trained life. The code of the
Horde had been ‘simplicity, obedience,
sacrifice.” This was such an apartment
as Lori had never even dreamed could
exist. He stared, stupefied, at the
pillars glittering with jeweled carvings
in wondrous colors, at the rich furs that
were scattered here and there on the
marble pavement, at the gorgeously
brocaded hangings and tapestries that
hung against the walls, His eyes
widened at the many sleek, bejeweled
maidens stretched on downy divans like
great beautiful cats. Most of all, he
gazed last and longest at the central
figure of that magnificence, the red-
haired young man who sat on a dais
above it all, one hand twisted lightly in
the bright hair of the girl who crouched
like a slave at his feet.

In the code of the Horde, luxury was
a sin, but Lori’s yearning desires be-
trayed his secret longing to live amid
such sumptuous furnishings, sur-
rounded by such lovely women. As he
stood, almost stupidly staring, wide
black eyes amazed, one of the women
rose from her divan and, pouring a
golden goblet full of purple wine from
a chased and jeweled golden jug, ap-
proached him and proffered the bev-
erage. She smiled encouragingly as
she held out the goblet and Lori, ac-
cepting it thankfuily, smiled back at
her, wondering at the strange pallor of
her creamy flesh and the tiny flakes of

sparkling gold that glittered everywhere
through her heavy black tresses. He
flung back his head, lifted the goblet
to her as if toasting her beauty, and
drained the goblet of its stinging wine.
She took the emptied goblet and mo-
tioned him to go forward to the dais.

HE prince with the red hair also

lifted a beckoning finger that ges-
tured to a nearby chair over which lay
a network of fine wires that led to a
cable lying on the floor. Lori bent a
suspicious look at the wires that seemed
to promise trickery, but the maiden
pushed him back gently and he sank
into the chair. Another slave girl ap-
proached and laced upon his head an
odd-shaped metal cap, smiling as she
did so. He heard a light whisper in
his own familiar tongue as she bent ov-
er him.

“Be not afraid. The Red One is
kindly. You have nothing to fear
from these wires.”

Lori stiffened, still suspicious, and
sat motionless, awaiting the event. He
became aware of a silvery mist that be-
gan to form between himself and the
throned prince, a mist that as it grew
thicker shaped strangely into pictures
and words and he realized with a start
that the pictures came from his own
mind as did the thoughts there framed
into words.

At this betraying mist the Red One
looked long, reading his captive’s in-
most self. Then words issued absently
from his lips, as if he spoke only to
himself.

“What is the secret of the invincible
strength of the Horder”  asked that
voice, with a kind of grim determina-
tion.

Too late Lori realized the intent of
the Helgonian prince. He strove in
vain to blank his mind, but in spite of
his wish he saw on the thought cloud
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' the picturing of those long years of
mind-team work, when he and his group
of fellow entrainees had learned to
think as one man, although a hundred
minds together. There lay betrayed
by his unwilling thoughts the methods
by which the group had been taught to
sink their wills until their wills became
the will of the co-ordinator at their head,
in such a way that any question asked
of the group was immediately ans-
wered by that one of them best fitted to
reply. Pictured in the mist were the
years of maneuvers, when they had
learned to see through the eyes of all
the men in all the vision-screens of all
the ships; to see all possible tactical
answers to a problem in space maneu-
vers in all the minds and help the co-or-
dinator check for the best one. This
secret now lay bared to the absorbed
eyes of the ruler of Helgo, the mental
co-ordination of the minds of all the
crews in a whole fleet of warships which
had taken so long to develop into the
marvelous and beautiful weapon it had
become at last.?

2The Multi-head—The single brain of one
man is a kind of multiplied result of the thinking
of many little animals-~the brain-cells—who ac-
complish the wonder of complex thought because
they are in instant communication with each other
—they each know all the time everything the rest
know—when they wish to know it, This is due
to the nerves which keep them in contact—con-
scious each of the others’ thought and all obedient
to the central will of the brain.

Now, in telepathic communication by use of
thought augmenters, this same multiplying con-
sciousness works out almost automatically to
create a great brain out of many little brains.
The men become automatic parts of a greater
thinking mechanism, by virtue of the instant cog-
nition each of the othets’ thought—of all the
others. This automatically multiplying complexity
of thought and completeness of answer was used
by the Horde to create a one-brained fleet of
space ships—a perfect co-ordination of thought
throughout the fleet. Working with such mech-
anisms would tend to make men much more in-
telligent as individuals, since the brain would cus-
tomarily handle a large multiple of the number
of thoughts one man alone handles —AUTHOR.
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Brail mused aloud: “My good pilet,
the secret of yours will do Helgo
small good in this present crisis, so why
trouble yourself because you have un-
willingly betrayed it?”

Lori could not speak for very
chagrin.

BRAIL’S voice went on impersonally,
but with a warm undercurrent of
friendliness.

“What would you most like to do,
pilot, if you had the resources to follow
your desires to the utmost?”

Lori stared as his traitorous mind
threw into the thought-cloud his cher-
ished dream of a space ship of his own,
himself at the controls, heading for that
deep black among the stars where he
had so often dreamed that the Dark
Goddess of Life dwelt, where Death
was a prohibited stranger. And then
Lori saw his latest dream, himself in a
room in that spaceship, a room luxuri-
ous as was this room in Bersalt’s castle,
himself enthroned on a dais, twisting
his fingers sensuously in the bright hair
of the fair slave girl at his feet.

The voice.of Prince Brail broke in
upon his dreaming.

“How long do you think it will take
your friends to conquer Helgo, pilot?”

Lori’s mind involuntarily made swift,
unwilling comparison of the strength of
the Helgonian fleet with other van-
quished fleets and the result of his
mental cogitations lay clearly on the
thought cloud; four or at the most five
days, and Helgo would be at the mercy
of the Horde.

“You are undoubtedly correct, my
friend,” Brail’s voice admired. “But
do you sense no exultation at our ap-
proaching annihilation? Do you not
love your comrades? Do you wish
them to fail, to die?”

Lori could not reply. His fixed at-
tention was upon the thought cloud and



22 , AMAZING STORIES

the pictures he portrayed. ® There he
read his hatred of the Spartan code of
the Horde, which denied its adherents
pleasure or luxury until some far day
of achievement; the code which placed
all their wills and energies in the con-
trol of the co-ordinators. The young
pilot’s black eyes smouldered with sud-
den rage and resentment as he saw be-
fore him the layout of his secret hatred
of the never-ending training and drill-
ing, his longing for a sweeter, more
satisfying way of life, his desire for
something to call his own. . . a wish
denied. All these things lay in swiftly
changing pictures between himself and
the red-haired prirce on the dais. He
knew now that he had welcomed his
dreams of the Dark Goddess as a pos-
sible indication that there might be an
avenue of escape from a life of harsh
discipline, in which he and his com-
rades were denied all natural urges
toward pleasure and luxury.

Prince Brail untwisted his hand from
the bright hair of the slave girl at his
feet.

“Conduct this man to our private de-
tention rooms and see that he is enter-
tained as befits his character. We may

% Thought-screen projection of images. - The
stereoscapic principle is here developed to a larger
grasp of the image in three dimensions problem,
Several little camera eyes in the helmet translate
into electric impulses the images in the brain
which are revealed to the electric eye by pene-
trative rays. These are enlarged by the television
apparatus and re“projected into the thought screen
cloud, a luminous gas containing fluorine vapor
and other similar chemical vapors. These projec-
tions taking place from several peints synchron-
ously arranged so that the image in the gas-cloud
appears to be three dimensioned, although if
looked at from below it would be like looking
at the back of a false face. In legends the trolls
were supposed to be hoilow in back and slept
stacked together like false faces. This legend cor-
roborates our theory that ancient magic appari-
tions, etc., were accomplished by the use of hidden
ancient apparatus found in caves deep under the
surface; the apparatus was left by the ancient
God-race and is the source of the magic legends.
—AUTHOR,

have later need of his services as a
pilot and he is no Jover of the Horde,”
said Brail and laughed.

HE bright-haired girl, small and
slender, with a laughing, mischie-
vous face like a precocious child’s,
sprang to her feet and held out her hand
to Lori, who took it submissively and
let her draw him out of the room, fol-
lowed—he observed through narrowed
eyes—by a uniformed guard. Down
a corridor and a long flight of stairs the
girl led him, to stop before a great door
which the guard opened. She gave the
young pilot a gentle push over the thres-
hold and then the door clanged shut
and he heard bolts snapping into place.
He locked about with interest for the
room was not a cell but a large, well-
furnished apartment, simple but com-
fortable. A table stood at the farther
end, bearing the remains of a plentiful
meal, and about it on divans reclined
half a dozen gorgeous beauties, as well
as two men who turned at his enfrance
and now hailed him with shouts of wel-
come. * He recognized two members of
the crew from his own ship,

He laughed softly to himself as he
saw and understood the somewhat vac-
uous expressions on their faces. Like
himself, they had been in continuous
action with the warring Horde for a
period of several years and women had
played a small and obscure part in
their lives, although consequently a
greater part in their minds. Thrown
abruptly into the company of these
harem beauties clad in filmy draperies
and sparkling with gems, his comrades
had found themselves somewhat at a
loss at the liberality of their captors,
who apparently asked no more of them
than to eat from that bounteous table
and make love to those voluptuous
women. They simply could not explain
the situation, although they had natur-
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ally found it very pleasing.

Badi, blue eyes a-sparkle, sprang
from his divan with a veritable barrage
of queries.

“Where have you been, Lori? Has
the Red Prince questioned you? Look
at those girls! Pity they don’t speak
our tongue but they seem willing to
learn. Why are some of Horde’s cap-
tured men housed so splendidly, fed so
well, given such delectable beauties for
their entertainment? Answer me that,
my Lori, if you can.”

HE dark, serious-faced youth on

the other divan shook his head with
grave misgiving obvious in his expres-
sion,

“It smacks of something so strangely
unlike our own methods with prisoners
of war that I do not like it.” He
stopped short, then stated again, “I do
not like it at all.”

Badi shouted derisive laughter.

“Dirli is suspicious of all but tor-
ture,” he roared. “Me, I am satisfied
to have the red-haired prince take a
look at my head and throw me—not
to the lons, but to the ladies.”

The dark youth continued to scowl
portentously.

“Instead of the usual questionings
under torture, this mysterious luxury,”
he muttered. “It’s entirely unnatural.”

“Forget it, Dirli. It may be that the
Helgonian prince has an idea that we
can be more useful to him if he treats
us well than if he puts us to the tor-
ture,” Lori suggested, his heart heavy
at the recollection of the unwitting be-
trayal he had made under the influence
of the poweriul electrical contrivances
of the ruler of Helgo. “I do not really
know whether he is saint or devil, but
I am assured there is more behind his
forehead than a vacuum. If he plans
to use us, he would not begin by mak-
ing us hate him.”

“Hate him? Ha, when he has
treated us like visiting ambassadors?
I for one prefer his kind of treatment
to the life our own people have forced
us into,” Badi declared with emphasis.

Lori’s black eyes sparkled.

“So you, too, are not in love with -
your place in the armies of our Horde,”
he accused lightly,

Badi shrugged his shoulders with a
careless air.

“What is the use of trying to con-
ceal what these slave girls can read in
our minds, even if they cannot talk
with us?

Lori recognized the helmet his com-
rade lifted from the divan in explana-
tion.

“It works. I've tried it out,” Badi
explained. “They can’t understand our
language, but they can read our emo-
tions as reflected in my mind and I can
read theirs, It is like pictures.”

“Look out for the toys a captor gives
his prisoners,” warned Dirli portent-
ously.

“Dirli hasn’t used his helmet yet,”
grinned Badi.

“It is well for us to learn what we
can about these people and this place,
Dirli,” the pilot said decisively. “It is
all very mysterious. Put the cap on
one of the women and let us see what
it’s all about. I'll wager you've both
been too busy making love to think
about our situation.”

Dirli asked, a curious glint in his
eyes: “Aren’t you tired yet of high ef-
ficiency?”

“If this kind of prison life is to be
our future lot, I'll not be the first to
quarrel with it.  As for efficiency, when
it’s applied so agreeably to our own
personal problems, it may not be such
a poor thing, Dirli.”

“Badi is right,” Lori agreed.

“Of course I am,” Badi laughed.
“This is like a dream heaven.”
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AM sick to death of efficiency when

it uses us like tools of little value
and permits us no personal life,” Lori
went on.

“Well, so am §,” Dirli growled, “but
I’'m suspicious—"

“Of what? None of us seem over-
pensive at our imprisonment.”

“Let us be efficient enough in our
own interests, for the first time in our
lives, comrades, to learn all we can of
Helgonian character and customs, and
see how we can apply our knowledge to
freedom from the Horde’s hard discip-
line which has always held us down and
forbidden us the least real joy in life.”

“I'm with you, Comrade Lori, Dirli
said more cheerfully. “I’'m sick of in-
action and ignorance of our real situa-
tion.”

“You, Badi?”

“Of course, of course, I'm with you.”

“I want to live like a man, not a mere
fighting machine,” Lori said sharply.
“You both know as well as I that in a
few days at most the victorious Horde
will sweep over this place. We will be
back on a ship and off on some other
expedition against another peaceful
planet. We must somehow manage to
escape.”

“Nothing but death will reward us if
we continue with the Horde. Our
leaders are drunk with conquest. Our
lives are of little moment to them. Why
do they fight unendingly? What is the
goal of their ambitions?” Badi asked,
puzzled,

The three men stared blankly at each
other without speaking for several min-
utes. It was perhaps the first time
they had actually questioned, other
than in their most secret thoughts,* the
significance of the Horde’s years of
conquest. Those rulers whom they

+ Where men’s thoughts are always heard by
many—they learn to think a set of accepted
thoughts in self defense—AUTHOR.

had never seen, yet whose lightest
whims became the commands that
pressed upon each co-ordinator and
through him to his own group of men,
what were those rulers?

“Give me that cap,” Lori demanded.

He gestured to the nearest of the
slave girls, all of whom lay supine on
their divans, watching a scene they
could not understand. He gave her the
cap, motioning her to don it.  She
placed it on her head, took his hand and
led him to a divan, where she sank into
the luxurious cushions, drawing him
down beside her. She gazed, as did he,
at her thoughts displayed in beautiful,
slow-drifting pictures between them in
the misty cloud that formed.

She thought of her childhood on a
Helgonian farm; her development into
a lovely maidenhood; her seizure one
night by a party of armed slavers, her
sale in the secret slave market of Helgo,
and her delivery to the Fat Ones. Lori
flinched at the portrayal of wild de-
bauchery under the stim rays that fol-
lowed.

Badi and Dirli stood watching the
pictures of that evil life that lay be-
neath the surface of Helgonian placid-
ity; the never-ending indulgences of
the fat secret rulers with their cruel,
crazed minds. They stared at the girl’s
suddenly determined face as she leaned
toward Lori appealingly and pictured
the wretched truth of the murders by
those rulers of the best minds in Helgo
lest some upright prince might pene-
trate their secrets and betray them
successfully. All this the girl showed
the three Hordemen. '

HEN she showed how she had of-
fended by holding back against the
degrading, habit-forming stim rays; her
failure to be sufficiently responsive to
the Fat One’s sensuality; her obvious
lack of desire for those degenerate bod-
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ies of her masters. There followed her
resale, as the masters tired of her cold-
ness. Her appeal to Prince Brail, the
puppet ruler, was shown, and how he
had placed her here until he could find
a suitable use for her. Clearly there
stood out through all the visions the
slave girl’s admiration and respect for
the red-haired prince of Bersalt. The
girl removed the helmet when she had
reached the end of what, had she had
the ability to speak their language,
would have been her recital to the three
Hordemen.

Lori had begun to see into the situa-

- tion shrewdly.

“This prince, comrades, is not a hap-
py man. He rules, but only as a help-
less puppet in the hands of the hid-
den masters of Helgo. I do not believe
he wishes us ill; I am sure his intentions
are quite the contrary. He may prove
a friend in need, if we meet him frank-
ly and honestly, as three men who no
longer desire to be mere tools for the
schemes of the Horde rulers.”

Badi growled: “We have never seen
our rulers, Lori. What if they, too, are
degenerate madmen like these Helgon-
ian rulers?”

“That may well be,” agreed Dirli
darkly. “Have they ever permitted us
any diversions that might distract our
minds from their wishes? Perhaps they
are holding secret pleasure apparatus
also, as these Helgonian secret rulers
are doing.”

Badi’s resentment showed plainly in
his next words.

“They force upon us a life of end-
less effort and Spartan denial under
their policies and deny us anything that
night dull the edges of their perfect
weapons. Why have they wanted us to
be their perfect weapons? Perhaps it
is only to make all of space safe for
the satisfaction of their monstrous ap-
petites, to chance as little as possible

the loss of their grasp on their endless
pleasures,”

“If that is the goal of the Horde’s
drilling and warring, to preserve to some
fat idiot his sensual amusement with the
bodies 6f the common people’s women,
why must we let ourselves be sacrificed
when we get nothing whatever out of
it all, for ourselves?” Dirli demanded
forcefully.

ORI was silent, his thoughts busily
engaged upon the endless and di-
verse amusements of those mad rulers,
He thought how infinitely to be desired
was this stimulation and the beneficial
ray which made the users strong and
healthy. He understood for the first
time, it seemed to him, what life was
about. Life with such apparatus was
infinitely richer than life without it.
Rage began to burn within as he sensed
intuitively that the Horde’s rulers un-
doubtedly also possessed such pleasures
in which they indulged at will while
denying even the knowledge of them
to the men who gave up every luxury to
the code of the Horde—'simplicity,
obedience, sacrifice, victory for the
Horde’.

“To hell with the Horde!” he raged
aloud in savage fury. “The Horde is
a tool, a dupe of a crooked bunch of
supremely selfish paunches back on the
home planet. We’ve been fools, men,
fools.”

Dirli joined in, “I've suspected for
some time that the Horde’s growing
power through the centuries has been
fostered as the dupe of a clique too self-
centered to give its soldiers even a taste
of this infinite pleasure in which they
wallow like fat hogs themselves. The
Hordemen have been taught to deny
themselves women, for fear women
might divert their energies from the
services of the Horde’s masters and
their ideals. One for all? Bah!l It’s
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‘For one, all.” What a stupid dolt I've
been.”

“I'for one do not intend to return to
the ranks of the Horde,” Lori an-
nounced with determination. “I shall
not submit my mind again to the co-
ordinator with his fierce loyalty. If I
am captured and refuse to re-assume
my old duties, it will be prison for the
rest of my life, or torture to the death.
Comrades, there is no return for either
of you if you feel as I do. We must
escape from Helgo but we must also
escape from the Horde.”

Badi pondered: “Do you think the

red-haired prince might accept our serv-
ices? Somehow I feel his intent is
fairer, more honorable, than any other
ruler I've ever heard of.”

Lori looked thoughtful.

“If he is serving ideals that make
for a wider life for common people,
then I'm for him,” he said at last.

Dirli grunted assent.

HE captive women, long used to

the excesses of the love orgies of
the hidden ruling class, were much
amused and attracted by the innocence
and backwardness of the three Horde-
men in matters of love. Exposing to
each other the inmost recesses of their
minds, by means of the thought cloud
mechanism, they soon knew each other
more intimately than could have been
possible in any other way. In the un-
derstanding of each other thus formed
lay a strong base for a growing friend-
ship and between two of the couples
genuine love based on admiration and
understanding came into being.

Days fled swiltly, those few precious
days that were to pass before the Horde
over-ran Helgo. There was nothing for
the captives to do but talk, eat, sleep,
and make love, or probe one another’s
minds with the thought machine. For
the Hordemen the idleness was a fore-

taste of heaven. Then what Lori had
been expecting came to pass.

One day when the soldier of Helgo
who acted as servitor and provided their
table came into the room, he was fol-
lowed by an officer who cried out that
Helgo had fallen and the prisoners were
free men. Upon the heels of this an-
nouncement entered Prince Brail, the
red-haired puppet ruler, attended by
the bright-haired impish maiden who
was his favorite and constant compan-
ion.

Mirrla spoke to him softly in the
Horde tongue but not too softly that
the three Hordemen could not over-
hear.

“My lord, they are ripe for your
plans. They are fed up with the Horde.
They understand now what its nature
must be.”

“Men,” said the prince, “our cver-
stuffed, demented rulers have fled be-
fore the oncoming Horde. They would
have been glad to have slain me be-
fore they left, because I have failed to
defeat the Horde, but they feared to
take the time it would have required.

“I have long wanted to escape from
them and set up a government of my
own elsewhere, a little more to a decent
man’s liking than this has been. To this
end I have secretly had several great
ships built, much faster than anything
else in space, and I have lied about them
to the rulers, stating that they were
defective in design.

“My plans are carefully laid. Those
men who are loyal to me are now in
waiting in my ships. Everything is
ready for swift flight to some distant
planet, there to live as men should live,
not as slaves to demented, devouring
bellies, as we have been and as you
Hordemen have been, whether you
know it or not.

“I have need of your knowledge of
the Horde to help me evade their far-
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flung posts; need of your knowledge of
space and navigation; need of your
knowledge of the Horde’s science and
methods. Will you join me? You have
little to lose. Your life with the Horde
has not been entirely to your liking,
I have learned. T offer you a fresh life
with rich reward.”

ORI lost no time in indecision. This

offer was the answer to his prob-

lems. His assent was fairly drowned in
the shouts of his two comrades.

“Aye! We have had enough of war
and endless sacrifice. We acclaim a
leader who remembers to award his
men their just dues, a leader who does
not hide from us, but whom we can see
and know.”

Mirrla was laughing at their en-
thusiasm,

“See, my prince, how you are trusted
immediately. Tt is because men sense
your sincerity at once.”

“Your strength and your understand-
ing are accepted,” smiled Brail.

A stir sounded in the corridor with-
out. Brail turned—“Prince Kosin, I
thought you had fled with Lord Onil?”

The soft, voluminous, silk swathed
body of one of the hidden rulers wad-
dled into the room. In his hand he held
a dis ray gun. Behind him stood two
of the palace guard, weapons leveled.

“So, Prince Brail. There is more to
the Horde than these three impression-
able idealists. I have long been a spy
in the pay of the Horde and I may tell
you now that you are not going to es-
cape to make trouble for my so gener-
ous employers. Lay down your weap-
ons. You must await our new rulers.
Prince Brail, you are my prisoner.”

Lori, standing momentarily stunned,
noted a wink pass between Brail and
the guards and knew that no love was
wasted by common men on ‘The Fat
Ones.” Brail stepped closer to the huge

Kosin, saying in a low voice:
“Don’t be hasty, my Kosin. Perhaps
we both will be relieved at the change.”
But Kosin’s hand tensed on the trig-
ger, his shrill voice a bit worried—
“One more step, Brail, and I’ll punc-
ture that body your girls dote on so full
of holes—

AT THESE words, Mirrla, frightened

behind control, flung herself at Ko-
sin, clutching the deadly dis ray with
both hands. The dull thrum of its dis-
charge sounded from her breast and a
smoking hole appeared in her back. But
both Lori and Brail had swung into ac-
tion, heedless of the leveled weapons in
the hands of the guards. Lori hit the fat
carcass in a diving tackle hip high, al-
most simultanzously Brail’s broad red
fist smacked him between the eyes.
Blood gushed from his nose as he fell
to the floor, rolling over with Lori on
top, his fat hands feebly struggling to
keep the gun from Lori’s wrenching
hands. The guards, torn between long
knowledge of and regard for Brail, and
the sudden new assumption of power
by the hated Kosin, stood in dumb-
faced non-interference, their true desire
for Brail to win the struggle holding
them helpless. Then from the floor Lori
bellowed, Kosin’s weapon now in his
hand.

“Don’t shoot, this fat beast is a born
traitor to any tie. Brail is worth a thou-
sand of him. We will take him to the
Horde rulers ourselves and get the
credit for his capture.”

Brail’s hands were buried in the fat
folds of Kosin'’s neck, and the guards
stood looking at the gun in Lori’s hands
and quietly enjoying seeing a Fat One
gasp his life out at last. It was a good
omen for the future, their faces plainly
said. Brail’s hands did not release that
neck until the last quiver had died from
the soft form. Brail knew men. Then
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he arose and looked closely at the two
guards.

“I do not know you men well, but I
surmise that you would like any change
that relieved us of the presence of these
‘Fat Ones’ as you men call the secret
rulers. Well, that change has come but
I am not able to stay. I have my way
of escape also open. If you have been
in the pay of the Horde’s spy you might
stay safely, otherwise you had better
come with me. Quick, what will it be?
I liked your behaviour here; it was
wise of you not to go too far in aiding
that monster.”

“We will follow you, Brail, we know a
few things, too. Nothing will be safe
here for a while. You are a good man
for those you approve of. You are not
unknown,” Their faces lost that dull
expression a man acquires from stand-
ing guard for long hours each day, and
acquired a canny, knowing look. “Lead
on, we will not get in the way.”

BRAIL caught up the body of Mirrla,
and raced down the corridor, the
five men following. They entered an
elevator, descending uncounted floors,
deep into the ancient foundations of
Bersalt. Here the ancient stones fell
away before Brail’s wrenching hands,
revealing a hidden flight of steps lead-
ing down into the dark. Deep within
lights glimmered. As they emerged,
they saw a row of launching cradles,
their ships pointed up the vast tubes of
rock that slanted toward the distant sur-
face. These were the ships which Brail
had told the rulers were defective. Their
tubes glowed dully, and the gray soft
steam of disintegrating water eddied
about the cavern.®
In seconds they were aboard, stand-
ing before the great space-range wvisi-
screen, watching the still battling rem-
nants of Helgo’s fleet far above them in
the night. The long needles of Helgo

flashed between the groups of stubby,
broad ships that were the standard bat-
tle-wagon of the Horde. Their mighty
rays blazed in broadsides, but ever an-
other of the few remaining obstacles to
the conquest blazed up into a fierce
white flare—dropped slowly, then faster
and faster—a dull red hulk of death—
toward Helgo far beneath. It was a
gallant last stand of individual ships
against the perfect maneuvering and
flexible tactics of the Horde’s unifying
multi-head control devices and vastly
outnumbering ships.

“Dying, damn it—because they trust
me,” muttered Brail-—and bringing the
flagship into focus on the tele-trans-
mitter he bellowed into Commander
Urdil’s weary and startled face.

“Surrender, man, there is no use in
more death. There is no way to win.

5 The ships of Helgo are driven by a radium
activated sun temperature disintegration chamber,
fueled by water. Their drive was an improvement
over the standard drive powered by the immense
expansion of water when disintegrated atomically.
This was simply a pressure chamber of hardened
beryllium alloys in which water was driven be-
tween plates of radium in 2 supporting matrix.
The secret of the drive lay in the closeness of the
plates and the pressure conservation of the
chamber—for from the action of the radium on
the water the pressure built up to temperatures
and pressures comparable to those on the sun.
The heat between the plates became enormous
under pressure and the molecular disintegration
of the water turned into atomic disintegration as
the temperature reached z certain point. Then
the tremendous expansion taking place explosively
opened the drive valve and the resulting outrush
of the expanding products of atomic disintegration
was the rocket drive. But lately.an engineer had
developed an improvement in this drive and
brought it secretly to Brail. Auxiliary pressure
chambers retained some of the developed high-
pressure gases and upon the closing of the main
jet valve after drive release cessation, released
their high pressure back into the main chamber
of expansion at once. This reduced the time re-
quired between atomic explosions of the water,
rendering the whole motor about twice as power-
ful for the size. There were a dozen chambers
and jets in a drive mechanism, and the resulting
drive impulse was not noticeably pulsational—
AUTHOR.
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The ‘Fat Ones’ have flown, and I'm on
my way.”

HESE ships lay deep under Bersalt.
They had been long abuilding and
incorporated in them was every ad-
vantageous device Brail could collect
from the ends of the Empire. Im-
mensely faster and more powerful than
the standard battlewagon—they were
yet more compact and smaller over-all.
It was this improvement and the
speed advantage which it gave him up-
on which Brail relied for his escape
from the Horde and from his hated
overlords. His chance at a new life
depended upon this time between the
ruler’s flight and the Horde’s entrance
into Bersalt. His plans had been long
in the building and Lori realized what
a tender heart the puppet ruler had, for
by commanding the fleet to surrender
he had cut his escape time by hours.

There were five of those plistening
beauties of ships, sim and virginal, ly-
ing in their cradles, never flown before
that day of escape. The launching
tunnel slanted steeply upward to the
night far above. The ships had quar-
ters for several hundred and Lori calcu-
lated that in all there must be about two
thousand individuals in the little ex-
pedition. He surmised that everyone
who had been close to the Prince in
Bersalt and who had real regard for
him, must be aboard one or another of
those five ships.

The five ships blasted off and flashed
skyward in the very faces of the Horde,
for a moment their hulls glowing cherry
red from the rays of the enemy—but
they were still too distant.

Brail’s voice sounded suddenly in
Yori’s ear.

“Better get up there on the bridge.
If there is anything you can tell them
about the Horde ships’ speed or their
tactics, do so. Take my ring; if they

question you, show it. They will listen
to you if you show them the ring, I
shall be up there as soon as I can, but
I have something important to do first.”

ORI put the ring on one finger and
strode away to the bridge. The
commander was standing there when he
arrived and told him that they were be-
ing pursued although not by the stand-
ard battlewagons of the Horde fleet.
It was three of those mysterious ships
of the Horde that followed always on
the heels of the fleet, directing opera-
tions and exhorting the men of the fleet,
but never revealing to them their per-
sons, What those leaders might he like
was a subject of much speculation .
among the men of the Horde, but now
that Lori had seen what the secret rul-
ers of Helgo were like, as revealed by
the minds of the slave girls, he had no
doubts as to the nature of those who
had so recently been his own rulers.
They were undoubtedly the lascivi-
ous degenerate descendants of the an-
cient ruling clique of the Horde’s home
planet Latno, concealing their deformi-
ties and their possession of the pleasure
mechanisms behind the facade of ideal-
ism which the Hordemen had been bred
to accept and work for. That these
mystery ships were much speedier than
the ordinary heavy armored battleships
Lori knew and so advised the com-
mander, who smiled, seeming un-
alarmed. The three ships were trailing
them doggedly and ever in their ears
dinned the message on the audiphone:
“Surrender or die. Helgo has fallen.”
Commander Goldr merely shrugged
his heavy shoulders indifferently to
these radioed orders, and Lori realized
that the distance between the virgin
fleet and the pursuers remained static.
A hand was laid lightly on the young
pilot’s arm and he turned to see that
Brail had come up on the bridge and
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was looking into the vision-screen at the
pursuing ships.

“Blast them, Commander. We have
led them far enough from the rest of the
fleet. Not so fast, are they? Give them
death and bhe free of their pursuit.
Then we’ll turn on full speed.”

To the young pilot the prince added
in an aside: “You will see now what I
could have done to the Horde had I so
desired. But if I had used my power, I
would still be in the clutches of those
hated Fat Ones who held Bersalt under
their death rays. The people will be
better off under the Horde’s rulers than
under the Fat Ones. My only chance
at freedom and the building sometime,
perhaps, of a new government, was to
lose the battle to the Horde. 1 took that
chance. Now we shall see what the
future holds for us in goodly living.”

RATL gestured to the pilot to watch.
Presently Lori saw a shimmering,
blue-green finger whip out of one of the
ship’s guns. It was a ray he had never
seen before, It touched the following
ships, one by one, gently. For an in-
stant they glowed brightly as if freshly
painted with a great green brush. Then
they yawed wildly, one way, another,
obviously with nobody at the controls.
“What has happened?” demanded
Lori with burning curiosity.

“Go with the boarding party if you
wish, Lori. You may learn something
about your precious Horde rulers that
will make you more surely than ever my
man. You’ll find Badi and Dirli below.
Take them along.”

Lori’s curiosity was at fever heat.
Now, thought he, he would discover
what his rulers were like. For years he
had seen the powerful master-ships
trailing the war fleet and wondered what
masterful creatures of great intellect
and intense training they might contain.
Now he would know whether his former

idealism as to the Horde’s great virtue

was well founded or whether his recent
furious anger at what they had kept
concealed from their own loyal men
were the correct criterion of their char-
acter. He would know them for what
they really were, let him once see their
mode of life. Whether or not they in-
dulged in the never-ending pleasure
spree he had seen in the slave girls’
minds or whether they too lived on the
Spartan simplicity of the Horde’s code,
that would tell him all.

A dozen compact trip-ships took off
from the five vessels of Brail’s fleet a
few minutes later and on one Lori had
gone aboard with Dirli and Badi. The
trip-ships sped through the void to the
enemy’s helpless craft that were driving
now in dizzily erratic circles. Lori was
first to emerge from the air lock, a
needle gun in his hand.

Now, the continuous electrical stimu-
lation which had taken place in the rul-
ing classes in the past centuries of their
secret indulgence had resulted in curi-
ous changes in the germ plasm—gener-
ation after generation—the children of
the hidden rich had been successively
different--so different that the things
they found in that ship were not men at
all, but curiously distorted caricatures
of men, hardly recognizable as such.

So, what B23X, or Lori, stepped into
was a ship full of horrible creatures,
lying dead in the midst of the choicest
loot of a hundred planets.

As a consequence of the continual
excitation of the nerve centers from
earliest childhood, they had grown out
of all proper proportion of the body, yet
the cruel faces and thin lips belied all
the natural implications of sensuality
inherent in such a condition. The bandy
thin legs, the pot bellys, scrawny necks
and sunken chests were partially a re-
sult of their completely sedentary life.
Several of these Horde leaders were
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women, if such distorted caricatures
could be called women. Certain it is
they were no advertisement for the
hereditarily beneficial results of indul-
gence in artificial pleasures for centur-
ies. This revolting appearance was rea-
son enough for the secrecy and mystery
surrounding them, Lori realized. The
locked doors of several rooms opened to
reveal the poor creatures of their
pleasure—children chosen for their
beauty and strength, and trained for
years in every perversion—in every in-
tent toward sensuality—until they were
the things desired—a creature whose
every impulse is toward bodily pleasure.
For there is that about electrical stim-
ulation of the pleasure nerves—it over-
whelms natural impulses when ignorant-
Iy handled, replacing them with a wild,
automatic, hypnotic energy to the ex-
clusion of any effort in any other direc-
tion. It was this which Brail most de-
plored about the ignorant abuse of such
inventions. In wise hands they would
have been an immense enhancement of
the beauty and pleasure of life—a force
to build a greater appreciation of beauty
and effort toward a richer life—a tool
toward an ever richer variety in pleas-
ure. But in the degenerate hands of the
mad rulers it was a totally corruptive
force resulting in 2 mad obsession.

HESE pleasure stimulants had orig-

inally been built as beneficials, to
make the whole physical apparatus of
the parents that bore the future race
stronger, to grow a saner, sweeter,
healthier child, but seized long ago by
the monopolists and used far beyond
the load limit they were designed for,
the result had been a disastrous degen-
eration in the germ plasm of the fam-
ilies using them. All this Brail had long
known and Lori deduced as much as he
looked around at the gross distortion of
the bodies of the masters and the beau-

tiful but over-developed bodies of their
pleasure slaves.

One of Brail’s officers paused at the
threshold of the room and Lori called,
“Qught we to heave this carrion out of
the air lock?”

“I think not. I believe our prince
has a use for them. You'd better turn
in, Pilot Lori, and get some sleep. You
may yet have to take a trick at the con-
trols; we haven’t many good space pi-
lots. We are mostly from the land
forces, you see. I'll be on my way. I'm
looking for technical papers. If yeu
see anything of that kind, let me have
them at once.”

The boarding parties were now func-
tioning as prize crews on the three cap-
tured vessels and Lori selected an at-
tractive cabin from which he carried out
three dead slave girls, and then turned
in on silken soft cushions, such a bed as
he had never sunken into before. It
seemed to him that he had just slipped
off into a doze when he was awakened
by a laughing voice and opened his eyes
drowsily to find the red-haired prince
smiling down at him.

“You've slept two hours, my new
friend. I have some very interesting
things to show you, as well as many
questions to ask. If you will give me
an hour or two, you may then return to
your slumbers, although why any man
should sleep with all these beautiful
women around, is a puzzle to me,”
grinned the prince.

“But there—I had almost forgotten
that you are still a natural man. Come
along!”

“Right with you, Chief,” cried Lori,
bounding to his feet, and feeling a new
and curiously inspiring surge of friend-
ship and loyalty to this man, almost a
stranger yet so frank and open with him,

Brail strode ahead into. the main
salon, a huge lounge full of strange
apparatus furnished with numerous
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large divans, each with wires leading to
the apparatus. There were several bod-
ies still lying where they had fallen when
that powerful blue-green ray had
whipped them into oblivion.

“Watch closely, Lori, and you will
learn much that may be useful later on.”

EVERAL of Brail’s physicians and
surgeons were working over one of
the monstrously misshapen corpses.
Wires were attached to bands about his
wrists, ankles, head and waist. Above
him and shining down upon him were a
battery of green rays. All at once a
shudder shook the body. One of the
medicos nodded to an assistant who
threw a switch at the side of the lounge.
The doctor then picked up two shiny
electrodes and placed them on the
breast of the thing, over its heart. The
green ray made the flesh translucent and
within the chest Lori could see the heart
suddenly contract, then expand. The
medico lifted the electrodes, the heart
stopped. He applied them again and
the heart contracted and began to beat.
The doctor lay down the wires and be-
gan to release those from about the
limbs of the thing. A living body, but

6Some Geo. Crile quotes from book “The Bi-
polar Theory of Living Processes.”

Page 17, par. 3—“The term living applies . . .
to state in which an accumulation of electric energy
on the membranes (lipoid films surrounding cells)
with resultant polarization, together with mechan-
ism for release of that energy—"

Page 260, approx. par. 2—"The action of elec-
trical energy on proteplasm although all the condi-
tions are move complicated than jn inorganic sub-
stances—is governed by the same laws?”

Page 44, par. 3-—“The electric potential of the
cells is produced by oxidation of the lipoid films
surrounding the globules.”

Page 15—“Electricity keeps the flame of life
burning in the cell—and oxidation supplies the
electricity.”—"“The cell is an automatic mechanism
—life is the expression of the activity of the auto-
matic mechanism.”

In am introductory paregraph—“Any organ of
the body, any muscle, can be made to act, to func-
tion, to secrete, be stimulated to greater activity by
the use of electricity from without the body.”

lately a corpse, was lifted from the table
and placed on a nearby couch, while
another corpse was placed on the table
for treatment.®
“Can you do this for Mirrla?” Lori
inquired, hardly believing his eyes.
“Yes, my friend. Mirrla still lives
and will soon be her old bright self.
This is one thing I particularly wanted
you to see, that this science, of such
immense value to medicine, has existed
for a long time. Yet it has been kept
irom our peoples by this mad clique,
this misbegotten spawn of a defective
stim” current, for purely selfish and
foolish reasons. I wanted you to see
that the same hypocrisy and cruelty is
shared by the government of your
Horde with the recent rulers of Helgo.
“Every cell in the body is a battery
as well as a storage place for the current
it evolves. It is possible to build bat-
teries which are almost precisely similar
to these cell batteries of the body. Now,
this current which the nerve cells carry
about the body are of several kinds, all
of them to a certain extent bearers of as
well as currents of command, which are
also currents of power to the muscles.
By slightly varying the makeup of the
batteries, as well as by simulating
thought commands by means of a
thought record, a variation of impulse
organ can be built which simulates the
functions of the mind over the body.
“Chiefly this organ has been used as
an instrument to command the body to
fructify and to furnish the powers to
feel greatly the nerve stimulus accom-
panying such bodily functions. This
type of apparatus is the pleasure ma-
chine which has so debauched and
deformed these creatures through gen-
erations of misuse. It could be a gate
to heaven, but in ignorant, evil hands it
has proved the door to hell. Carefully

7 This type of pleasure electric is called stim for
short. It is in use in many places—AUTHOR.
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constructed, these batteries would be
wholly beneficial and nutrient in na-
ture; even their prolonged use would
result in better functioning and
strength of the nerves and organs,
which would in turn have resulted in
stronger, saner, more beautiful children.

“BUT.the ruling cliques saw a beau-

tiful opportunity for selfish action
long ago when the apparatus was first
invented, so slew the originators, seized
the apparatus, and made copies of it for
such of their friends as were able to pay
the fabulous price. The result of their
ignorant monopoly was that the bat-
teries were improperly built, incorrect
acids were added to strengthen the out-
put, and the variance in the current
from that which the body cell creates
resulted in this horrible distortion of
their bodies and characters. Their chil-
dren became more cruel and greedy,
more lustful and less understanding of
true pleasure.”

“These horrible creatures are men, or
were?’’ questioned Lori.

“They are animals, different from
men in many ways. That thing we
brought back to life is in truth the child
of an artificial electric current which
has subtly rearranged the inner chro-
mosome and determinants which a child
inherits from its parents; he is a child
of an ignorantly built force, made by an
imitator., This result was originally
feared by the inventor, who took steps
that his work should not come into gen-
eral use until all the possible variations
of the currents had been created and
their results on the physical makeup of
the people using them studied and un-
derstood. This work was broken up
and stopped when they were murdered
by monopolists who could not under-
stand the intricate and various dangers
inherent in such delicate machinery.

“I have secretly come by information

from people who had studied this sort
of work, and carefully in private hid
these current variants and nerve com-
mand generators; who have lain hidden
about Helgo since the degenerates
gained power. Their knowledge I gath-
ered.

“Some of my men have mastered
much of the art of creation of which
heretofore only the involuntary organs
of the body were capable. Thus it was
possible for these men to sew up the
fatally torn heart of my little friend
Mirrla, run one of the wound currents
which contain ions of healing nutrient
such as only the blood ordinarily bears,
to keep flowing through her body waves
of energy-sustaining components, and
flows of the bits of magnetic force which
hold all matter together, to start het
torn heart beating again, to heal het
wholly and anew and return her to my
arms in perfect health.

“You see, Lori, how it has paid me to
keep trying even when all trying seemed
useless. Such men as I have here exist
nowhere else in space, perhaps, yet their
work is but the logical development
from the facts of life, apparent in the
mere existence of such machinery as will
artificially make a living body function
against its own will.”

“I BEGIN now to see what yvou mean

when you say you wish to build a
new world, a new kind of civilization,
Prince.”

Brail smiled.

“Now I shall show you what lies in
their creoked minds. You are going to
be astounded, amazed. Having always
possessed thought reading mechanisms,
they have never found it necessary to
think for themselves. Look here,” and
he placed the metal cap with which Lori
had already become familiar upon the
head of the revived monster.

The thing’s thought took form in the
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luminous cloud. It was a reaching, a
questing, as of some primitive life like a
leech reaching for the gill of a fish to
draw blood. That was all there was in
the creature’s mind, a strange groping
as of a man suddenly gone blind.

“Watch now,” Brail said. “This girl
here was his particular and valued per-
version, his slave for long years. See
now!”

Another cap was placed on the beau-
tiful head of a slave girl who lay bound
to a nearby couch. Instantly the
thought cloud became the apparently
normal mirror of the thoughts of a sane
person, yet the character was that of
the monster, for Brail questioned,
“What would you do with us if you were
free to wreak your will upon us?”

Within the cloud the picture of them-
selves, Brail the foremost, began to
form. The picture visioned them as
being bound and hung from ropes at-
tached to hocks in their shoulder mus-
cles. It showed their bodies torn by
red-hot pincers; it showed pain impulse
rays played on them; it showed the
distorted faces that emitted shieks of
agony which were keen pleasure to the
thinker. All this took place in the
thought-cloud as a result of the ques-
tion.

“Now watch the thought screen as I
remove the cap from this monster’s
head. Only the slave girl’s thoughts
may be visioned now. What would you
do,” the prince asked the girl, “if you
were free to do with us what you
would?”

HE response was totally different

now. The girl was a lonesome lost
soul, whose expression seemed to ask
for friendship and love and upon its re-
fusal, as she seemed to think it would
be refused, she bade them a sorrowful
farewell and in her thoughts the Hel-
gonian ships receded rapidly into space,

leaving her alone with the dreaded will
of the master from which she could not
free herself.

“You will observe, Lori, that the will
power of these creatures resides in the
batteries they use and resistance to a
master will is overcome merely by turn-
ing a knob on the rheostat. Thus they
rule the Horde by using the minds of
others for their thinking, but spoil all
this thought by adding their own detri-
mental will to the thought pattern, over-
ruling its well-meaning logic with their
own unconsidered ill will. They are in
truth a form of parasite, not actually
men, but things as low as insects which
can only survive by using the bodies of
others. This inherited art of the elec-
trical current which is an artificial copy
of the body-electric is their only tool,
their only resource; in truth, the only
functioning part of their bodies is the
machine. Do you see what a horror
these recent rulers actually are? How
they take pleasure? What their lives?”

“It is too appalling for words,” Lori
exclaimed sickly.

To the monster Brail now addressed
himself.

“We have captured you, O mighty
one, and must soon slay you. It is our
custom, however, to allow a condemned
man some favor before he dies. What
may be your request?”

The cap was replaced on the mon-
ster’s head and his wish was revealed
in the thought cloud. He desired to
take all the stimulation his body would
bear before death, in the company of his
favorite slave girl, The caps were left
on the heads of the couple and their
anticipation of the coming indulgence
unto death was revealed in their pic-
tured memories of similar orgies in
which both had participated innumer-
able times, and in fact this stimulating
indulgence of the machine had been
their whole life heretofore.



QUEST OF BRAIL 35

The practiced fingers of the monster
made the necessary adjustments to the
instruments and wires from the intri-
cate, organ-like apparatus, and the will-
less slave girl was excited to a wild, con-
vulsive state by the full power of the
mechanism. The monster, whose body
was also under the dominance of the
stimulating current, was about to em-
brace her in a last bout to the death
when the red-haired prince threw the
master switch and stopped the current
flow before the girl could be harmed by
its power. ‘

“I wanted to show you,” said Brail to
Lori, “that although this creature has
used the girl as his instrument for me-
chanical pleasure for years, using her
for every thought he thinks for the bet-
ter part of her life, yet there is no real
love in him for her, for he wished to kill
her as well as himself. These artificial
creatures are incapable of affection.”

HE REMOVED the cap from the

monster’s head, the creature glar-
ing malevolently at this frustration of
his desired indulgence.

“Did you wish to die?” he said to the
girl.

She shook her head in negation.

“Did your master know you wished
to liver”

She answered, “Yes” and a faint re-
flection of her nearly atrophied self-will
showed for an instant in the thought
cloud, an impulse that said plainly,
“Free me from this thing!”

“You are free, since that is your de-
sire, poor creature whose will has been
destroyed. Before long you will be
more yourself, and mistress of your own
actions. I need your knowledge, oh
wasted woman, and you need no longer
be a waste, but a will to live and make
life what it should be.”

The monster was struggling then in
the hands of Brail’s men, as the prince

ordered that he be locked up in a rear
cabin.

“Once away from their thought ma-
chines, their atrophied bodies impulses
cannot give them energy for much
thought. This is not a particularly
dangerous situation unless they get hold
of the apparatus. They know certain
things, out of their practice and knowl-
edge of the body electric’s use, that may
be helpful to my medicos in teaching
them what nof to do,” Brail explained,
laughing.

“Shall I be on duty here?’”’ Lori asked
distastefully, surveying the corpses.

“Better return with me to our flag-
ship. Mirrla has asked for you. Sheis
interested in you, not too much, I hope,”
the prince said archly. “I love the imp.
She can wrap her fingers about a man’s
heart as can no other woman I have ever
known. I warn you, beware of my
jealously,” Brail laughed. '

IRRLA was half-sitting on a divan,
supported by many silken cush-
ions. Her face was pale yet and her
eyes shadowed, but her mischievous
laugh rang out as Brail and Lori en-
tered the room. She pushed aside the
tray from which she had been nibbling
at tidbits.

“Dear lord, so you have brought me
that big innocent! Aren’t you jealous
of my interest in him?”

She extended one hand to Brail, who
took the small warmness in his own
hard palm embarrassedly. He could
not get used to women, he decided, his
face growing red, as he stammered:

“Considering that a short time ago
you were obviously not among the liv-
ing, your recavery has been swift.”

“Brail can do anything,” she replied
serenely confident. “You have yet to
learn how good and how wise my prince
is. You are his man now, are you not?”

“After having seen the rulers of the
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Horde, how could it be otherwise?”
countered the young pilot gravely. “I
am with Prince Brail in his desire to
build a better world. Perhaps some day
we may find a way to free the people of
the Horde from their peculiar lice.”

Brail sat on the edge of the divan
gingerly.

“Are you feeling well enough to talk
with us a while, Mirrla? You see, Lori,
I am like the Horde masters; 1 can’t
think without this imp near me.”

Mirrla laid her free hand in the
prince’s red-furred fist and drew him
down beside her with a swift kiss.

“The doctors said T was not to worry,
as long as I remained in bed quietly for
a week. What is your particular prob-
lem, my prince?”

“As you know, I had planned for this
escape a certain refuge in the planets of
a far-distant sun whose rays are the
least poisonous of any suns free of what
we call civilization which are within a
single voyage distance. But Lori has
told me somewhat of certain dreams, or
what he has thought of as dreams, which
I examined closely and know to be per-
teption of a being in the dark place in
space called the coal-sack.”

“Dreams are all they seem to me,”
Lori explained.

“You are not the first man I have
examined who has had those identical
unconscious perceptions of mighty life
In that dark part of space. Always that
life seems to be calling to intelligent
life elsewhere to approach it and learn.
Now you and I understand what this
means, from a knowledge of the mind;
we know this life must exist there in
space and that it is benevolent is ap-
parent from the very nature of these
perceptions. ,

“Does it not seem to you wiser for
us to go to that place in space where
there is a chance of obtaining power-
ful assistance for our altruistic plans,

than to try to settle on planets so very
nedar the infivence of the swiftly in-
creasing Horde? Our work would
only be overturned in time by the
Horde, I fear, but if we are lucky,
somewhere in the coal-sack are beings
which the Horde cannot overwhelm by
numbers.

“It is this choice that troubles me.
Shall we follow our original plans to
settle on the planet of Bolra under the
sunn of Shurr, or shall we go in search
of Lori’s dark God or Goddess?”

“I remember an old maxim, my
prince, that bids him who is in doubt as
to two courses to follow both, Let us
do both. Let us go to those new planets
and settle our people. Then prepare
your flag-ship with everything that will
make it last through a long voyage, and
go in search of that dark goddess of
Lori’s. Thus, you will not have put all
the eggs into one basket,” she smiled.

“You see, Lori, one cannot think
without her. The wisdom that lies in
that apparently merely pretty head is
beyond me. We will do both, Mirrla.”
He rose from the divan. “Rest now,
creature made for naught but silly
love,” he mocked tenderly. He hent to
kiss her before he left the room, beck-
oning the pilot to follow.

HE prince’s dark face was smiling

as he addressed his next works to
the young pilot, mischief underlying
them obviously.

“Now I must warn that something
very painful is about to take place in
which you will play a large part. 1 shall
not tell you what it is, save that it is
probably due to your attractive mous-
tache,” he grinned. “At any rate, you
are the first to undergo this new ordeal.
1 do not know what your decision ig
going to be, but a decision there has to
be.”

“Give me a hint, at least,” begged
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Lori uncertainly.

“For years the masters of Bersalt
have been collecting girls from all the
lands and all the planets of the em-
pire. Many of these I myself retrieved
from death at their hands and most
were left behind them when they fled
Bersalt. The Horde masters also car-
ried a harém with them on the captured
ships and most of such girls have been
revived.

“The preponderance of women in
our expedition is not entirely due to
my softheartedness where women are
concerned; many of them are very
capable and experienced with appara-
tus of which the ordinary man knows
little. Most of the women, though ex-
tremely versed in the pleasures of love,
have had none but their degenerate
masters to practice their arts upon, so
now the crews of your two Horde ships
must choose mates from among them.
As 1 have hinted, very likely due to
that ridiculous moustache of yours, the
women insisted that you have first
choice.”

“Gods!” ejaculated Lori, in obvious
dismay.

“It will be quite an ordeal, T assure
you,” laughed Brail. “And now I must
abandon you to it.”

As he spoke he opened a door to the
main salon of the ship, a spacious
chamber, and pushed the pilot gently
inside, then closed and locked the door.

HE room was crowded with women.

They were the pick of two empires,
the Horde’s vast holdings, and the great
empire of Helgo. They knew nothing
of normal men nor of normal life but
had been the creatures, the slaves of
the demented rulers. To these women
the young pilot was the fulfillment of a
dream all lived in their secret hearts; a
real man for a mate. The focus of all
those longing eyes, Lori stood just in-

side the door, staring.

For years he had hardly seen a
woman and woman hunger was a mad
flame in his body, a terrible compul-
sion in his brain. These girls, most of
whom were barely out of their teens,
had been trained from early childhood
in the art of woman’s wiles accentuated
by machinery, had been the harem
beauties of the deformed monsters who
were their masters. Clothes they were
unaccustomed to, save filmy draperies;
their only other adornments were
jewels. They had seen no reason to
alter their customary attire by assum-
ing garments at this moment when their
attractions might be so important to
their future happiness.

So Lori stood staring almost stupidly
at that throng of women, mostly clad
only in draped veils, and in all their
eves was one question: How shall I
make him choose me?

Two grinning warders approached
the pilot and beckoned him to one end
of the room where a great throne stood
on a dais. Before him the thought
cloud was activated and one by one
the women donned the metal cap to
show him their innermost thoughts,
their very souls, so that he might choose
wisely. Simultaneously they demon-
strated their art of the nerve impulse
generator control, so that through his
body coursed all the varied pleasures
which their lifelong practiced fingers
could bring from the keys. Their
thoughts and pron:ises of future effort
to please him showed constantly in
the cloud as each demonstrated her art.

Some girls began with a dance, lead-
ing up to completely pictured fulfill-
ment of love in the thought cloud.
Some made dreams for him to show
what dreams he would have if he were
theirs. All the intricate art of the
pleasure making to which they had been
trained all their lives unrolled before
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him a vista of futute love so utterly dev-
astating to his love-starved manhood
as to cause him to lose consciousness at
times. _

After each woman had fully ex-
hausted her intricate repertoire, a girl
who seemed to officiate ag a chairman
in the ceremonies would place on Lori’s
head a cap with a vita-meter attached,
which took a reading of his desire. Lori
observed that this reading was increas-
ingly higher after each performance and
wondered if it could be entirely fair,
but soon it began to deviate up and
down quite revealingly. This reading
was noted beside each girl’s name by
the girl in charge.

HOURS later Lori staggered out of

the preat chamber, 2 man who
reslized at last what love and life could
mean. To a man who had been unable
to decide definitely upon any one
woman, the readings indicated some
dozen devastating darlings as his ‘most
attractive and probable final choice.
The game would be continued on the
morrow, he had been informed by one
of the grinning wardens. The pllot
had merely nodded despairingly, un-
able to speak.

In his wildest dreams he had never
had such good fortune and that some-
thing would happen to destroy the
promising future before he could live
it he felt sure. This fear shouted at
him as he groped his exhausted way
to bed. This next day would be, he
vowed, the last test, for he felt that the
continued ordeal—if he did not decide
on one girl—would completely wreck
his nerveus system. His dreams were
fevered, processions of jewelled beau-
ties, soft perfumed hair, lips irresisti-
bly laughing, of long rounded legs, of
beckoning, soft, rosy shadowed arms,
of flashing eyes, a-glitter with desire.

Those eyes all said, “Take mel

Take mel”

“Poor fellow,” the girls were saying
as they looked over the meter readings
and the thought record they had taken
unobserved, “he loves us all. He loves
every one of us. How can he ever
decide?”

“Let us be fair with him,” coun-
selled the chairman, “We have plenty
of time, for it will be months before
we arrive anywhere. Let us figure just
which of us affects him most. Let us
coordinate the meter readings with the
record pictures. * It will take many
hours but it can be done. Then the
woman who has most of that quality
which moves him most, will get him.”

THE following day the young pilot
was ushered in again to face the
strange and exciting ordeal. He found
several more women than the dozen
whom the meter readings had indicated
as his choice, lined up for the finals..
About the sides of the salon there
were also lined up about a hundred of
his Horde shipmates, undergoing the
same tests at similar apparatus which
the girls had brought in and set up.
As Lori seated himself, Brail strolled
in, chuckling as he saw the expressions
on the faces of the Hordemen. Sev-
eral of these men cheered him as he
entered and all throats teok up the
greeting. When there was silence
again, a brawny captain of a warship
stepped forward and made a speech.
“Wheni we were first captured, we
could not understand your kind of
treatment of us. When you included
us in your flight, we still could not
explain your motives satisfactorily.
But now that we have seen what our
former masters have denied us while
enjoying it to the full themselves, we
want you to know that we feel no loy-
alty to the Horde any longeér. I have
talked with many of our men and
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most of them feel the same way. We
are glad to have a chance to be your
men. We shall at last have a worthy
chief.”

The prince replied that those were
precisely the reactions he had antici-
pated.

“We have the opportunity to build
a new kind of life,” he told them. “Re-
member always what evil selfishness
has made of life on the planets we
know. A moiling misery topped by a
monstrous group of idiots pandering to
the lusts of a few at the expense of
wretchedness for the rest. Let us
never let that happen with us, while
life gives us strength.

“Meantime, when you men have
made your selections of a mate, you
will learn something about our new
marriage ceremony. It is strangely
and infinitely more binding than the
old, and the doctors tell us that it is
not only psychologically very health-
ful but increases the pleasure one finds
in a mate by a large multiple. We
have a new method of insuring love
which is very effective. You shall
learn about it soon.”

“T don’t doubt that,” muttered Lori
to himself, staring about at the throng
of lovely forms revealingly displayed.

Two of the girls who had pleased
him most approached and seated them-
selves near his feet.

“It is time for the final tests. You
must decide, lord, today.”

Then began again the thought prob-
ing, the mental pictures from both
their minds and his own appeared con-
secutively in the cloud, the meter
readings were too nearly alike to be of
much help in a decision. The fifteen
remaining girls, some new entries, now
danced, each the folk dance of her na-
tive country. Short and dark-haired,
long-limbed and blonde, full-breasted
Amazons and childlike women from

the small planet Arfran, they were
alike in their mastery of some particu-
lar type of dance, for all had been
trained as children to dance, since
dancers bring a higher price in the
markets and these women had all
been groomed for the slave market at
least once in their lives.

HE dance eliminated half a dozen

more, as Lori did not like their
short legs. The remaining nine now
submitted to meter tests of their men-
tal desire for the pilot as well as to a
meter test of the voltage of their minds,
which was a fair index of intelligence,
the higher the voltage in the mind, the
more intelligent, is an invariable fact.
The three highest in these two tests
were the same women.

One was a beautiful red-head from
Sama, a heavy planet whose people are
particularly well-formed though a bit
muscular for true beauty. This girl’s
strength was very great. Her skin was
of a whiteness unbelievable, her eyes a
deep sea-green and Lori was the first
real man she had ever laid eyes on in
ten years of hateful servitude

The second girl was she who had
given Lori the goblet of wine when he
first stood before Brail. Still weak
from her long torture, she was trying
desperately to win the pilot and his
reading on her dark, sultry beauty was
highest of all, but her own weakness
kept her readings down below that of
the others, else she would surely have
been chosen.

The third girl was a very tall wom-
an from Palas, of a greenish skin and
white-blonde hair. Her beauty was
startling. Her great brown eyes held
a flame of desire no man could resist.
Her pointed ears and floating hair;
her full, high breasts, and wide hips,
her long, rounded limbs and partly
webbed hands with fingers twice the
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length of ordinary human hands were
wizard-like on the keyboard of the
nerve impulse organ. She stood be-
fore him like a weirdly beautiful statue
in green and white, wearing the great
pearls which were customary among her
people in Palas,

Lori could not take his eyes off her
as she took her dramatic pose. She
was the woman whom he was sure had
invaded his dreams for long and whom
he had always loved. Nor did she
move her eyes from his but kept her
will to win him visible on her face, for
she was wise in the ways of love and
knew a man likes to be valued highly.

Yet when he glanced at the sultry
beauty with her parted lips and white
exhausted pallor, his heart smote him
for disloyalty, for she had been kind
to him and he felt sure he must love
her. Then the knee-long waves of
glorious red hair would sway before
his dazzled eyes and his gaze would
wander toward that strong, vividly
white body framed in the beautiful
hair; the big breasted strong-legged
vitality would seize upon his imagina-
tion, the burning emeralds of her eyes
would look into his, his knees would
knock together and his breath would
stop in his throat. He told himself he
could not make any choice between
these three beauties; no man should be
asked such a thing. So said the meter,
as he glanced at the notes in the girl's
hand and then looked up despairingly
into her laughing eyes.

She leaned over to whisper in his
ear,

“T would choose the green. I know
her worth. But if you still cannot
make & choice, ask Mirrla. That is
what the prince does.”

LORI sat in indecision and then the
green woman spoke.
“I am one of those who lay in the

ships of the master of the Horde. 1
have watched you through the eyes of
the masters and through my own eyes
on their vision-plates for many years.
I have maneuvered the battleships
through the minds of the coordinators,
unknown to them. I have truly been
in your dreams for many years, for 1
have watched over you and loved you
since first you entered the services of
the Horde. Do not deny me, Lori, for
I have loved you long.”

The red-haired beauty turned in a
blaze of fury upon the tall green wom-
an; green ice and red fire,

“You lie, you witch!” blazed the
red-haired Titan, her strong legs
spread, her hands clenched into fists.

“It can be proved through the
thought cloud,” answered thé green
one, her eyes a brown study in self
control. “I have saved his life more
than once and should have some claim
upon it.”

Lori was standing now, the fierce
vitality in those two women, so star-
tlingly different, so intensely alive,
more than enough to bring any man
to his feet.

The Horde captain who had ad-
dressed a speech to Prince Brail, spoke
up.
“What the green one says may be
true enough, Lori. Those rulers are
in truth stupid and these women’s
brains, even under their stupid wills,
bave been our salvation more than
once. Do not refuse her love, if she
so desires you in very truth. Better
men than you are waiting their turn
and these other girls will not go un-
loved.”

The green girl spoke.

“1 know something of your dreams
of the dark Goddess and I know, too,
that there i3 more to those dreams than
you realize, I have much to teach you
and have desired you over-long. Ask
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that girl yonder; she was on the mas-
ter ship with me and I have often con-
fided in her.”

Lori turned to the other girl the
Green One had indicated.

“She speaks the truth, lord. Each
of us slaves who was on duty at the
vision-screens on the master ships had
our loved one in the fleet. We could
read their minds, and knowing that
the whole set-up was so hopeless for
them as well as for us, it was our only
amusement to make life a little more
beautiful for one of you. So we would
set a watch upon the bellies at their
pleasures and then amuse ourselves by
giving our chosen one delightful
dreams.

“You were her chosen one and for
long years she has devoted every min-
ute that the bellies weren't watching
us, to your entertainment and devel-
opment. It was her beneficial rays
that made you so strong and beautiful;
her thought which made you intelli-
gent; her work which made you the
man you are today. You cannot re-
fuse her. She has in truth created you
from the ignorant stripling who en-
tered the Horde’s services long ago.
You owe the very strength in your
arms to her, as well as the desire which
lives in your loins. You would be as
empty as poor Glak except for her
care. You are in very truth her man.

“Go to her and thank her on your
knees, if you wish to do everything as
a real man would.”

ORI could no longer deny that the

young girl was voicing his own
sentiments. He went down from the
dais and walked toward the green
beauty.

The wise, wide brown eyes drew
him, the floating cloud of her fine hair
spun gold about her shoulders. The
tall pillar of other worldly beauty that

was her body, so long the abused prop-
erty of the mindless masters, had yet
found a way to be his guardian angel.
The woman who had flitted through
his dreams, whom he had sought grate-
fully so many years, was she. The ice-
maiden herself, the snow-queen of his
dreams.

He dropped on one knee before her
and took her extended hand, as he
begged:

“Forgive me for not recognizing
you. How could I have known you
would be here? I know you now. You
are Norla.”

“You are forgiven, lord. I am sor-
ry I spoke as I did but I could not
help myself. These others are so beau-
tiful that fear struck at me and I could
not bear losing you after so nearly win-
ning you.

“There is much I can teach you
which they cannot. It is obvious from
the test readings that you are as much
attracted by my beauty as by theirs.
Other things being equal, I could not
have you choose someone who does not
love you as do 1.”

HE lovely green witch Norla then
suggested to Lori that he ask
Prince Brail’s permission to return to
the ship on which she had spent so
many years of her life. It carried a
wealth of apparatus with which she
was familiar from long use as she had
operated it all under the superimposed
will of the masters. Also her quarters,
the only home she had ever had, were
on that ship. She had been one of the
most-used “tools,” for she came of a
long line of scientists on her own plan-
et and had the advantage of a better
education than most of the women
could boast.
The masters had naturally fallen
into the habhit of using her brain for
every important operation on the ship
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and she had often been commissioned
to superintend new installations of
machinery or major repairs. She was
perhaps the best-trained brain in the
use of the secret mechanisms in exis-
tence. Although it was possible that
Prince Brail's scientists and medicos
understood the theory behind those
mechanisms better than she, they had
too few of them to have had anything
like her experience in their use. It
was this last she meant when she told
the young pilot there was much she
wanted to teach him.

As they boarded the conquered
Horde ship Norla called Lori’s atten-
tion to the first device she intended to
demonstrate. .

“You know, of course, that a coil of
wire about a steel bar will cause the
bar to become permanently magne-
tized when a current is run through
the wire. The current in the human
body is of a similar nature and prox-
imity of the male and female alone will
in time cause an attraction to rise be-
tween the two which is, in a way of
speaking, a magnetic polarization of
the cells of the body.

“There are other factors entering
into the phenomenon of love, but the
explanation would take up too much
time at this point. Lie on this couch
and I will place this silver coil about
it. Through the coil,” she explained,
“will run the current from my body,
augmented many thousands of times
by the batteries and these tuning coils.

“The natural magnetism of love is
permanently increased in every cell in
the body, and since the current is at-
tuned, is indeed manufactured by the
cells of my body controlling those
great synthetic body-cell current bat-
teries, you will find yourseli in love
with me, and only me. Do you con-
sent to this treatment,” asked Norla,
her burning eyes on his.

Lori nodded, his mind lost in the
memory of the dreams which this tall
green woman had moved through so

_beautifully, always showing him some

new wonder, always leaving him more
intensely curious about the nature of
life and love.

“Now you are mine entirely!” she
exclaimed triumphantly, her wide
mouth curving in a lovely smile, her
teeth flashing white, her eyes now
blazing yellow fires in her glowing
face, and her hand swiftly closed a
great switch above her head.

SHE had placed about her waist and
breast two silver bands, which were
connected by wires to the great in-
strument. These bands and the wide
silver coil about Lori’s body began to
glow with rosy pale flames of energy.
Through the pilot’s body coursed a
current of magnetism so strong that
his every fiber shuddered steadily.

His eyes were on the green witch
and his mind accepted that through his
body was coursing the essence, the
identical energy, that was her soul, her
character. As he watched, every line
of her body took on a new, gigantic
meaning to him.

She said abruptly, “Tell me now
what you see.”

He said strangely, “I see a wom-
b
“I see a woman—"" Lori’s voice went
on, almost chanting, “the curve of her
high breast is now a saga of beauty.
The light of her eyes, reflecting the
rose glow of the coil in its yellow
depths, has become a vast tongue of
fire toward which my spirit aims like
an arrow, my body a bow to send it, -
bent and ready. The long pillar of her
waist, has become a stalk upon which
grow three great hungry flowers, her
breasts and her face, framed in the soft
flame of her hair. Her long, sweetly
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rounded legs are like two great pale
pythons, two slaves of the witch queen
above, and those slaves must always
move toward me to save me from un-
bearable misery.

“A spell is born in me,” he mused
strangely, “from which I know I shall
never be free. You are my will, yet
only a god could want it otherwise.
Life is worthless, at the cost of losing
this reward.”

Norla began to release him from the
silver coils,

“Now you understand something of
animal magnetism. This treatment
should last for some months, and then
I shall give you another.”

She slit his tunic with her dagger,
placed the silver bar from her breast
about his own bared chest, as well as
the other band about his hips.

“Now, when you throw the switch,
my will becomes your property, as
yours has become mine,” she informed
him.

She threw herself lightly upon the

couch and replaced the bright coil
about her long body.

“This marriage of ours will be one
of actual binding magnetic force, not
dull words from a priest. Throw the
switch now. All is ready.”

S THIS strange and lovely crea-

ture bade, Lori did. About the
coil now played not the rosy glow of
Norla’s vital force but a green blaze
of virile nature.

“And what do you see, my Norla?”
asked Lori, recalling the words wrung
from him by the terrific attraction
which had now made its permanent
home in his body.

“] see a strong man whom I have
loved for long and who is now truly
mine, His voice, which has always
aroused me, now rings in my ears like
the magic of Pan himself. His chest,

which I have just bared for the first
time, is a great shield of strength,
mossed with the black curls of the
male and bearing the two red flowers
of desire.

“His mouth, which has yet to taste
my lips, is parted and waiting and so
will it always be parted in anticipation
of my coming.

“His waist is a pillar of dark strength
to which is shackled my life. His arms
are great serpents waiting to crush
the evil out of my body and fill it with
his pleasure. '

“His legs are muscled movement
which 1 shall watch all my life bringing
him to me or bearing him away.

“His strong, patient, sorrowful life
has ever been my charge and now has
become my reward for kindnesses un-
known to him. He shall be sorrowful
no longer for I bear his laughter be-
tween my own teeth. Presently I shall
place the laughter in his mouth and
there it will remain.”

Norla’s green body shuddered con-
stantly with the flux of a mighty mag-
netic field, her hips writhed with un-
controllable desire, her eyes rolled to-
ward his face and away for she could
hardly bear to look at him,

Lori hastily released the switch,
realizing her will to take more of the
charge than was perhaps good for her.
As he pushed back the great coil from
the couch, Norla half rose from where
she lay, but her head fell back on her
shoulders, her long tapered neck
arched sharply back to her round up-
ward-thrust chin, her red lips opened
over her gleaming teeth and her eyes
burned hypnotically into his. All de-
sire flamed in those eyes for him alone
and Lori bent and his arms slipped
about her, his mouth at last crushed
hers, the crown of an ecstasy that be-
came unbearable. The day went dark
and he lost consciousness.
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AS HE came slowly back he heard
Norla’s voice softly in his ears,

“You did not know that a kiss could
make a strong man lose himself so
completely, like a weak and silly girl,
did you, my Lori? But so it can be
and there is an infinity of deeper, vast-
er pleasure for us in store. Let us keep
out of the clutches of the mindless
masters who have crushed this life sci-
ence in their inept secrecy. There is
much let to learn, my Lori. You have
but tasted the first minute nibble of
life as it can be under the science, as
Prince Brail and some others like my-
self know it.

“Are you satisfied now that you
have chosen Norla?”

“Witch, the red-haired girl was
right. You are more than mere hu-
manity,” Lori cried ardently. “I am
under your spell, nor would I wish it
otherwige.”

He drew her long, sweetly curved
body up into his arms.

“Now show me your cabin, where
you have lived so many years.”

“Down that corridor, my Lori.”

She smiled subtly as her lover bore
her toward it, unable to take his eyes
from her that laughed from her glow-
ing face up into his own.

HE little fleet sped on. The five
speedier Helgonian craft were in
the van, the slower Hordeships form-
ing a read guard; in case of an attack
they would fight to the death while the
five, bearing the original members of
the expedition, fled that they might be
spared to carry out their ideals.
Norla was constantly employed
teaching Brail’s technicos the uses and
construction of the intricate and varie-
gated machines, many of which were
very old, used constantly by the Horde
masters, who were too stupid ever to
. repiace worn parts.

Lori’s over two hundred shipmates
had chosen mates from among that
throng of beautiful women and had be-
gun to learn what life could be under
intelligent and kindly leaders such as
Prince Brail and his beautiful favorite
Mirrla, who was considered the
prince’s consort.

Sitting before the great master visi-
screen where Norla had sat so often
for so many years, on watch over the
fleet for the masters while they
plunged in their insane debauches, Lo-
ri inquired curiously:

“Why did not the things love you,
if you used that apparatus?”

She explained that they were so de-
generate that they were incapable of
love and the augmentation of their
body electric only resulted in a greater,
more intense loathing, They were in
fact incapable of pleasure, but they
did not realize this.

“The machines, when too old, give
off a subtle detrimental which acts like
an evil will and these creatures stupid-
ly allowed themselves to become full
of this soul destroying, artificial evil
will, and their children were the prod-
ucts of this distorting force. They
had inherited a mighty empire and the
most wonderful science known to men,
but their ignorance of the effects of
over-use of this type of mechanism was
their undoing.

“Let us forget them. We know what
made them the horrible things they
became, and we know how to avoid
that evil by constant testing and upkeep
of the machinery and batteries.

“We can build life anew by the use
of the very science, the abuse of which .
made the rulers obscene failures.

“Before I overlook it, I want to show
you a beneficial ray which is also a
nutrient, feeding the nerves and mak-
ing you better able to feel the softness
of my body. It is really also a pleas-
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ure impulse in its own right.”

LORI hesitated. So much science,

all of which he could not digest
" mentally so speedily was it given to
him,

“How do you know it is safe to be
used?”

Norla laughed.

“There are multitude of tests for
that. One can sense evil in the vi-
brants, just as one can sense evil in a
man. By avgmenting its nature until
visible to the mind, you understand.
Then there is the test of the microbes.”
She held up a test tube as they stood
before the apparatus. “This is full
of ordinary amoeba, raised on beef
broth. Under a microscope they are
just tiny, not very active, ugly little
. things. I place these tubes in culture
and in the current I run through them
for ten minutes which is their life span,
most of the amoeba are now another
generation.

“These I place under the micro-
scope. You will observe that they are
very active, much larger, and about
them is a pleasing appearance; they
have acquired beauty of a kind from
the effects of the current. Does that
not reveal sufficiently the beneficial
effects of the current?

“Now I shall show you that by plac-
ing another tube of the same culture
under this old, dust covered machine,
which is identical with the one we
just tested except that it is very badly
worn, and then putting the culture
under the microscope, the amoeba are
almost inactive, and are misshapen,
aborted creature, with no beauty what-
ever, They are barely alive; no
more.”

“What has made the old machine
go bad?” asked the pilot.

“Particles of disintegrant nature
gather in the machine. After long

use this turns the metal into a genera-
tor of evil force. It can also be tested
by letting a little into your brain while
you make pictures on the thought
cloud. If the apparatus is still in good
shape, the pictures should be beautiful
and varied but if evil disintegrant
forces are stronger, they become stu-
pid, ugly, unvarying thoughts of ill in-
tent.

“There are any number of such tests.
That of the spectroscope for disinte-
grative elements reveals the condition
invariably. Vet, due to the passive ig-
norance and selfishness of their fa-
thers, these creatures were born to
curse a hundred planets with evil
rule.”

Lori’s arms went about her.

“What must be your natural intelli-
gence, Norla, that kept you from fall-
ing into the state which the poor de-
mented addicts ¥ have seen had fallen
into. How you must have resisted that
terrible and constant invitation to de-
bauchery which lay always here in
your work with these mechanisms and
under the evil will of those half-men.
How your own will to love truly kept
you from sinking into that pit which
was really the line of least resistance.

“I love you for that strength of will
and purpose as well as for your cool
green beauty that covers the fiery heart
of you.”

“You should also know, Lori, that
many a fairer creature that I sacri-
ficed herself to keep my mind safe to
care for the welfare of you and your
men in the fleet. Often they invited
the stimulation to keep it from me. It
is a long life that I live, made up of
many lives that gave themselves to
keep me whole and because they loved
such men as you in the fleet, but were
unable to care for their loved ones as
was 1.

“I have seen dozens of my compan-
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ions go into insanity and worse than
death, just to keep me for a little while
longer in life and sanity. You cannot
understand the long and terrible battle
for self-will and sanity I have waged,
with the help of many devoted girls
now either dead or gone mad.

“Thus it is that you hold many
women when you hold me in your
arms. Do not waste what they died to
preserve.”

Lori’s lips suddenly touched her
forehead in a tender caress.

“How I love you, Norla!” he whis-
pered. “You are wonderful.”

HE gestured to the room in which
they were standing, outfitted with
many different types of apparatus.

“This room was my work-room,”
she explained. “In it all the determi-
nants of energy are charged to a force
set-up extremely favorable to life. I
never told the degenerate rulers what
I was working at and they were too
stupid to ask its use or they would have
appropriated my work. But many of
the other women understood and spent
much time in here.

“You may not have realized that
Life and Growth are not the same.
Growth is not always life, but life must
have growth. Most matter is but a
centralization of the products of dis-
integrant and much of the growth in
life partakes of this process. The food
for this growth in life does not all come
from what we eat, but also out of
space, the long-cold ash of the fires
from all the suns. These are energy
flames rich in their substances. There
are several of them, all vitally neces-
sary to life, just as proteins and carbo-
hydrates et cetera are necessary in
food.

“I have formed several great magnet-
ic field lenses about the ship. They ex-
tend for acres about us, focusing this

invisible ash, sub-atomic matter, into
a small beam against these reflectors
now set in the walls that look like
decorative shields. Between these mir-
rors of force the rich flows from above
are trapped and roll back and forth until
their velocity is reduced to such an
extent that the body absorbs these nu-
trient bits of stuff from which all mat-
ter is in fact composed.

“Here above my couch is the focus
of all the mirrors. The varyingly at-
tuned focusing fields throw here a rich
mixture of invisible substances which
causes life to become a thing beyond
understanding to you, as yet. Watch
while I step in the focus and you may
understand why I am beautful, al-
though you know I must be old in
years., In years I am old, yes, but
these nutrient rays have made me
younger and far stronger than any hu-
man being now alive,” Norla said with
pride.

As she spoke, she stepped up onto
the center of the divan. At once the
life in her glowed into mew, tremen-
dous flame. Her eyes shot forth beams
of irresistible attraction. The mus-
cles under the smooth green flesh
crawled like prisoned snakes. Her
mouth opened in & low laugh that held
all the invitation of paradise.

Unable to resist the terrific life-
spring of woman being that had sud-
denly manifested itself in her, he
sprang up to the divan to her side. The
terrific ecstacy of that focus of hidden
life-giving force was the biggest thing
that had ever happened to him, he
knew instinctively. Every faculty,
every sense, seemed heightened in
power of a long multiple of its ordinary
strength, There smiled into his newly
all-seeing eyes a face, the face of his
dreams, the face of all women who
ever loved molded into one great
strength of being. He knew Norla for
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his mate, for whom desire welling in
him seemed beyond the power of flesh
" to contain, yet he lived, for new
strength rose steadily in him, like life
rising from a deep mother-lode of life.

He crushed her body to his and knew
that such a mating could come to Gods
only. He {elt himself a god as com-
pared to ordinary men; by the wis-
dom of the green witch he had been
made super-human. Life was the se-
cret of the Gods; the way to success,
to grasp life was to feed life more
abundantly, and the pleasure of this
was the reward for learning such a
simple truth.

HE green witch woman and her

lover did not emerge from her
chamber of tremendous secrets until
over a week had passed. When he
came out at last, Lori could not be-
lieve so many days had gone.

He could not fathom at first the
awe with which his shipmates greeted
him for his face, like Norla's, shone
with godlight beauty and strength. In
both their glances lived a fiercely vi-
tal something that had not been there
before, Previous to this experience
with her lover, Norla had never dared
to use the force-focus for so long a
“time, she had feared the cruel rulers
would have realized that she had
something which they must take from
her for their own use.

Encountering Badi for the first time
since his new experience, Lori was
taken aback when his onetime com-
rade saluted him with a respectful
bow, and an amazed expression that
was half awe.

Badi replied, when questioned:
“Lord, you have become something
more than mere man. This is unmistak-
able. 1 pay due respect to whatever
it is that has taken possession of you
and made you more than human.”

A RADIO report from the young

pilot to Prinece Brail resulted in a
hasty visit from the red-haired ruler,
who asked that he be shown Norla’s
chamber immediately.

The green witch explained that the
walls were of special reflective mate-
rial from which the energy ash could
not escape, once in, so that the benefi-
cial pressure kept building, once the
power was on.

Brail cried out, “What couldn’t we
do with a really efficient installation
of this kind! It would be revolution-
ary. Men and life as we know them
would become increasingly more god-
like. Our new homes must each con-
tain such a chamber. It will be your
work, Norla, to oversee their proper
building, on pain of punishment by this
former Hordeman of yours,” he added
mischievously, “If you two realized
what this energy focii has done for
you both within such a short time, you
would understand why I desire a great
many such chambers with these won-
derful devices.”

Norla’s eyes sparkled with anticipa-
tion.

“What a race of super beings we can
make!” she agreed. .

The prince stepped into the center
of the broad couch.

“I do not intend to be out of such
a chamber very often, in the future.
Turn it on, Norla. Don’t hold out on
me any longer. It makes me impa-
tient that I must wait, when I look at
your youthful, bright faces. Shame on
you, my girl! And me dog-tired,” the
prince complained, laughingly.

She said in a less assured voice, “It
would do Mirrla worlds of good to
take the treatment with you, prince.”

“Good girl. Lori, get my little bun-
dle of delight, will you? She isn’t
strong yet and this may be just the
medicine she needs. Norla, will you
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call in my techs so that the principles on
which this is constructed may be dem-
onstrated to them? The sooner they
understand that beneficial force can
be concentrated in great strength, the
better for us all.

“Qur rays are so puny, yet they nev-
er have realized, my techs, that those
rays could be powerful by strengthen-
ing, focusing, and better construction.
When you get them here, give them a
good going-over, Norla. They need
the swelled head taken down a little,
every once in a while.”

In the course of half an hour Mirrla
was borne in on an improvised stretch-
er by four of the former slave girls.
She had been forbidden by the medicos
to exercise, so did not try to walk, al-
though she felt that she could if she
chose. Brail sprang down from the
couch, picked her up and carried her
to the center of that great divan where
the rays came to the strongest focus.
There he stood, holding her in his arms
and bidding her be silent although she
tried to tell him something that she in-
sisted was important,

“It is important, my prince. One
of the Horde master’s women has told
me that some one of the Horde has
read in your mind the secret of our
superior speed. Your plans as to our
future destination, even the course you
had decided on taking, when we were
at least safe from enemy observation,
must be changed, because it has been
radiced back to the Horde’s fleet com-
mander, at Bersalt. We will shortly
be pursued by some of their ships that
are as swift as our own and perhaps
much better armed, if we delay.

BRAIL laughed and held the favor-
ite’s slight body closer.
“Fret not yourseli, my Mirrla.
Against such a contingency I have a
choice of at least four different plans,

tentatively under consideration in my
mind. Which one they thought they
read, I know. Space is vast, my girl,
I shall plot an unpredictable course of
zigzags, curves, toward a destination
of which I no more than you are aware,
except that it be far distant.”

Norla interrupted.

“The Horde has an instrument
which detects most minute quantities
of gas in space. With it we can hunt
down a spaceship as a hound scents a
rabbit, by the smell of its exhaust on
our instruments.® Since they have or-
dered our ships pursued, they will con-
tinue the hunt, for seldom do the lazy
idiot rulers rescind an order.”

“What, then, shall we do, in your
opinion?” asked the prince, curiously.

“We should lay several false trails
while we yet have time, and then de-
scribe a perfect circle in space for sev-
eral revolutions and shut off the rock-
ets, Momentum will carry us beyond
their ken on a tangent to the circle un-
detectable in any way.”

“Wisdom is wisdom,” quoth Brail,
“Why don’t [ think of these neat
tricks?” he moaned plaintively, as he
laid Mirrla’s body gently in the center
of the huge couch and himself sprang
to the floor. “I’m going to give orders
immediately upon your suggestion.”

TT WAS several hours later when the

two couples stood in the bow of the
largest ship that was Brail’s, built ex-
pressly to suit him. They were listen-
ing intently with the ultra-sensitive de-
vices for the pulse of disintegrant mag-
netic which was the telltale of a rocket
tube explosion borne far in unimpeding
space. At last it came, the muted thun-

8 Just a palr of conductive plates heavily
charged in the nose of the ship. The gases ionize
and cause leakage between plates, which register
on instruments after augmentation, Like a vacuum
tube, the amount of gas between anode and
cathode varys the Sow.—AUTHOR,



QUEST OF BRAIL 49

der of many ships. Their faces told
their dismay. _

Brail said: “They are probably ap-
proaching the place where we left the
false trails. They will undoubtedly
follow one of them.”

He laid his hand over the pilot’s on
the tube-firing levers, as though to keep
the ship silent by his will.

Steadily the noise grew louder. Brail
wondered if all their hopes for a sane,
free life to be wiped out in the blazing
rays from the Horde rulers’ efficient
young dupes. The sound grew—then
died away, but not altogether. Now it
was the staccato tick-tick of one ship
that continued to follow Brail’s ship on
its course.

“They have split,” cried Norla, pas-
sionately angry at the discovery. “They
have sent ships on each possible course.
We must have left some indication when
we abandoned the circular course and a
part of the gas followed in our wake and
left a faint trail which they could fol-
low.”

“We cannot change our course now
without starting the rockets, They can-
not locate us exactly unless we do that,”
Brail offered.

“The course is nearly our own but I
don’t understand how it can be just the
same,” Lorl muttered. “He may fol-
low that course until doomsday and if
we give no sign he will not sight us.”

“We shall let the ship ride as it is,”
the prince decided. “He will gradual-
ly overtake and pass us, unknowing.”

That was just what happened. The
tick-tick of the rockets on the pursuing
ship grew into a great boom-boom from
the augmentor, but no sign was given by
Brail’s ships and slowly the sound drew
away ahead of them.

A week later they had still not turned
on the rocket tubes.

Norla felt that if they did not run
into the bunch when it was on its way

back, they would be safe from the
Horde’s pursnit, At least for the time
being. She declared to Lori that they
would continue hunting until they dis-
covered their quarry.

“They are animated by the fear in -
their rulers,” she explained. They have
a fear of retribution and must stamp out
all possible opposition. That fear in
the rulers’ minds is habitual, hereditary.
It is their main motive for conquest. I
have often read it in their minds. It
is an ever-present thought.

“0Of course, most of their thought is
pure reflection from their thought-read-
ing apparatus, never their own, but that
thought is their own and it is always
there, just as a dung-beetle always has
a yellow belly, If any power exists but
what they call their own, they fear it
automatically.

IT WAS many months later when they

hung over the city of Kosi on the
planet Bilbak. For several days they
had hung there just beyond vision
range, taking stock of the city and its
peaple over the thought-cloud’s pictured
rays. Kosi was the ruling city of the
largest state on the planet. The peo-
ples were not yet advanced to the state
of space travel and were in truth in a
state of barbarity, but they were hu-
manized, a beautifully built race of
deep brown color, never spoiled by con-
tacts with the corrupt governments of
space.

Brail had decided to take over the
whole state by insinuating himself into
the ruler’s palace in the same way that
he himself had been overcome by the
Fat Ones who had ruled from behind
the scenes. To do so was simplicity it-
self. He swept the great cluster of at-
tenuated minarets that was the soaring
roof of the palace with the vibratory
ray, set at a rapid rate. The building

-was undamaged by the alternate push-
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and-pull of the magnetic, but the peo-
ple fell unconscious from the concussion
of brain jarring against their skulls.
Then in the dark, with a great thunder
of jets, the ship called Starbound hov-
ered for a moment over the palace and
a hundred parachutes blossomed briefty
over the minarets and then were gone
into the black shadows of the palace
gardens. '

When the courtiers returned to con-
sciousness, Prince Brail and his hundred
men were concealed in the private quar-
ters of the ruler, and a hundred tiny
mental control rays covered the mind
of every important official in the build-
ing. They would in future act and
think precisely as the rays told .them
to act and think, but none in the palace
entourage could detect any change in
them. In the morning the little fleet
settled on the fields just outside the
city.

The ruler, thinking by the will of
Brail, ordered a great festival of rejoic-
ing and a procession to welcome the
mighty visitors from the skies. The
planet was one with no tilt to the pole
and of an even temperature. The peo-
ple were of a happy and careless na-
ture, especially on a festival day such
as this one ordered by their ruler. They
wore little more than garlands for they
were not burdened by false modesty.

The visitors were driven from the
ship to the palace in the center of the
city, down an avenue of natural beauty.
The motive of power of the conveyances
was furnished by great, prong-horned
deer, and the two-wheeled carts were
hung with festoons of flowers. The space
visitors were pelted with blossoms as
they drove through the throngs. The
people sang a song of welcome, a laugh-
ing song of many soft, lilting cadences.
All this natural and kindly behavior was
tremendously stimulating to the visitors,
seeming to promise a really happy fu-

ture, free of the horror they had known
so long.

In the palace they were given apart-
ments large enough to have accommo-
dated twice as many guests. A great
feast was spread and everyone seemed
to get gloriously drunk in no time at
all. The palace echoed with shrieks of
laughter and the courtiers danced—it
was a kind of overstrained and mercuric
Mardi-gras. When at last the noise
died down, the most prominent of the
visitors were summoned to a council in
the secret quarters now occupied by the
red-haired prince.

MIRRLA sat beside the prince, who

presided at a long table about
which were seated his private council-
lors. The girl looked glowing with
health, such had been the result of the
treatments in Norla’s chamber. Her
eyes shone with pride at the success of
their undertaking, as they rested fondly
on the face of the prince. Lori and
Norla, side by side, had eyes for each
other more than ever.

Brail spoke: “It is possible to boil
government down to a single principle,
and succintly stated it is this: Remove
evil intent. It is quite true that there
would be no evil, no trouble in life for
men, were there not an intent to make
trouble living with them. We know
what this intent is. It is caused by ex-
terior detrimental force overwhelming
the natural interior generative force of
the mind, due to weakness and to a de-
fective dielectric material that normal-
ly shields the cells and nerves from this
everpresent and penetrative force, dis-
integrant electric.

“This defective will flow in a man’s
brain is the cause of evil, #s evil in re-
sult for all of us, We know how to de-
tect the pressure of this detrimental
electric of the will in a man’s body and
brain. We have developed meters which
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register precisely the amount of this
detrimental within a man, and also pre-
cisely the quantity of beneficial force,
the natural electric of the cells’ own
generation. We propose to use these
meters and our own experience in their
application to remove all ill intent irom
this land we have surreptitiously taken
over unknown to its people.

“Without the people’s awareness of
our methods, we shall test every member
of this court and from them work down
through the whole land until of all these
millions of innocent, ignorant folk not
one is left whose body harbors the
weakness to respond to detrimental
force flows instead of his own body’s
natural electric. Are there any dis-
senters from this plan?”

Someone murmured sotto voice: “It
would be hard to dissent with your
logic.”

Brail smiled, then went on.

“After this first most important step
has been accomplished, we shall build
schools and factories for beneficial rays
and stimulative mechanisms of various
kinds. Al the houses will be gradually
changed to some form of Norla’s life-
chamber, where the beneficial force can-
not get out but goes back and forth for-
ever. When all this work is well under
way and the people are happy and on
the way to be intelligent, I have a proj-
ect in mind which may be more to your
liking than this one, It looks like a
lot of work but it will not take as long
as you may think, particularly as we
shall train thousands of these young
brown-skinned man animals in our ad-
vanced methods. They will be the fu-
ture secret rulers, and we shall again be
free, if we so desire.”

“CTAN'T we give them an elective

form of government?” Lori que-
ried.

“It will be -a century before they

could be ready for that. We can only
give them intelligent, well-meaning ru-
lers. Since those rulers will not be of
their choice, it is better that the rule be
secret and hidden.”

“Why do you not take the throne,
Prince Brail, and rule here openly? You
are fitted for it and the opportunity is
here,” Lori said, and Norla nodded smil-
ingly at his vehemence.

“Because there is a vast strength in
secrecy for small groups, which T have
seen enough of to covet for myself, As
long as our rule is secret, our enemies
will not know us, nor will they know
what we do. An agent from the Horde,
scouting among these people, would
have no idea what to expect in battle
from them. As soon as possible, our
ships must leave, ostensibly taking us
all away. Actually, we shall take the
ships out of sight and then return to
a hidden base which we must build at
once.

“Soon all trace of cur visit here will
disappear, except that certain devices
will rapidly be ‘invented’ and manufac-
tured for general use. One of these
mmust be a beneficial ray generator, to
make the people smarter and healthier
and incidentally, infinitely more decora-
tive. Another is a thought helmet,
which will enable them to know each
other truly; that is a great remedy for
evil mistakes, a thought augmentor,
Such things will rapidly change the life
of Bilbak. In ten years the citizenry
will be far beyond the suppressed slaves
of the Horde and other like empires of
intelligence.”

“In my opinion, prince, they are be-
yond them now,” Lori said, smiling as
he thought of the uproarous feast and °
dance that had surged about the palace
and through Kosi all day. “They are
carefree and happy. Their ruler is well
meaning if not overly intelligent. We
should see to it that our program of
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education doesn’t rob them of their joy
inlife. 1have never seen anything pret-
tier than the unembarrassed love and
laughter in that bunch of grown-up kids
today.”

The prince nodded, understandingly.

“I plan to protect and increase just
those beautiful qualities in this race.
We can expect trouble as soon as we be-
gin to introduce change; trouble from
the conservatives always present. You,
Lori, will be our representative. You
must announce to King Tholand an idea
of what our plans are, and so prepare
him slightly for the changes coming.
Let him know we intend to make his
race strong and able,”

“You're giving me a big job,” Lori
protested.

“You can do it, Lori,” Norla declared,
eyes flashing.

“That he can, Norla. Give the king
a good talk. Sell him on what we in-
tend to do for his people., I can con-
trol him but I don’t want to have to
bother all the time with any objecting
will in his body.”

HE testing of the citizenry of Kosi
was received with much hilarity
and met with popularity, entailing as it
did many new and startling experiences
like seeing one’s thoughts take shape
in the thought cloud of the apparatus
and watching over friends’ souls laid
bare in the same way; receiving badges
indicating one’s status and particular
capabilities. The detrimentally inclined
were particularly pleased with the great
honors shown them and with their badge
which read “Potential Ambassador.”
They did not learn that they were to be
ambassadors to an uninhabited planet
until they stepped out of the ships and it
leit, abandoning them forever marconed
where they could harm no-one.
The young people were particularly
enthused over the love-testing appara-

tus performance put on by the remain-
ing unwed women of the expedition in
selecting mates from among the stal-
warts of Kosi. Although the young
Kosians were to be honored greatly by
alliance with such godlike creatures
from the skies, the strangeness of such
relations soon wore off in the hilarious
proceedings. The desire of those in-
nocent young men of Kosi for the wom-
en of the slave courts, who had been
trained since childhood in all the arts
of seduction, who had been chosen as
concubines by the richest men of the
empires of space from among the most
beautiful women of a hundred densely
populated planets, was a thing that
taxed their meters to record.

While the women of Bilbak were
beautiful enough, they had not the art
of adorning and enhancing their beauty,
nor had they been trained in the love-
arousing motions of the body in dances
and other arts of which a great empire
is always productive. Although free
to enter the competition, their meter
readings were low when in compettion
with the women from space. Lori’s
heart went out to some of them as he
saw them lose life-long sweethearts to
the houris from the skies. To Norla
he said: “Something should be done for
those girls who are robbed of their lov-
ers. It isn’t fair.”

“What would you do, Mirrla?” asked
the green witch curiously.

Mirrla’s solution was simple,

“We shall select the brown women
especially to be trained in the use of
stim and like apparatus. They will
soon be able to choose whom they please
from the men of Bilbak. Love can be
created in any man by the proper use
of the apparatus. A beauty school
would not be a bad idea, either. They
have such lovely bodies and such glow-
ing life in them, it is a shame that they
do not know how to make the most of
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their possessions.”

MIRRLA had been intrigued by the

clever way in which Brail had not
neglected more serious matters, even
while attempting to create a newer and
happier way of life for Kosians. A
month had barely slipped past before
the expeditionary fleet lifted from the
surface of Bilbak, ostensibly leaving
forever; actually to disappear into the
night, only to cradle in a2 cavern deep
within the planet. Into this cavern
Brail had sent many thousands of
workmen and already two new space-
ships were built up in skeleton form.
All the mining tools, the smelting and
metal treating machinery had to be cre-
ated as the workers went along, for
there was little if any of such apparatus
in Kosi.

A year passed as swiftly as had that
last month before the feigned departure.
Now the factories were roaring night
and day, making mental augmenting
devices to awaken the people’s aware-
ness of life and create the incentive to-
ward a fuller life of study and acqui-
sition of the rare pleasures and arts
brought them by the sky visitors. A
chamber of the type developed by Norla
was also manufactured and installed in
homes selected by the meter tests of
those most intelligent and most well in-
tentioned socially.

Brail had been much amused and
highly delighted when competition
raised its head. He observed a bootleg
stim and chamber factory come into be-
ing, selling a spurious set of apparatus
of apparently similar kind to those un-
lucky enough to have been left out of
first choice distribution of the genuine.
He had not really thought the race de-
veloped enough to understand and man-
ufacture those complicated devices and
was more than pleased to find that the
copy was not harmful electric, but de-

veloped a mild beneficial result. Prog-
ress had arrived among the Kosians.

The red-haired prince was also much
gratified at the way Norla became per-
sona grata with the Kosians. The peo-
ple realized how much time she gave
them, working with her rays and with
newly developed rays, and knew that
over the conductive paths of the beams
she always sent some of her love polar-
izing magnetism, tuned to the electric
of her own body, so that they could not
help but love her. Her strange green
beauty attracted them as it had the
young pilot, in a weird, unearthly way.
They could not keep her out of their
minds and hearts and worshipped her,
many quite openly and formally prayed
to her as to a goddess.

HEN the time came for the exodus

of the sky visitors, Norla and Lori
elected to stay behind and remain in the
public eye and by Brail’s counsel to be-
come in time the trusted link between
the secret rule by Brail and the open
rule of the native princes. This the
prince had asked them to do because
they were the most popular with the
court. ‘

The weeding out of the dull and ill-
intentioned had brought life and sparkle
to the court which complemented the
love and enthusiasm that burned in the
tall green body of Norla as many lights
complement a diamond. The dark vi-
gor of Lori, always at her side like a
devoted guard, set off her fair, cool em-
erald fire, for their love, which Norla
had built to supernatural pitch with
her wizardy, became a kind of legend
among the Kosians, who spoke of two
lovers being as enwrapped in each oth-
er as the two from the sky, the good
witch Norla and her soldier spouse.

Within the year, Brail had built a
fleet of twenty small fighter spacers.
These he set as a guard about the plan-
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et Bilbak to warn of invasion. Like-
wise great vibro-guns were set in every
city to protect against unexpected in-
vasion. Now he was able to visit Kosi
as a stranger, arriving in a new ship
from the factory caverns. He could at
last propose the trip to discover that
dark Goddess from whom he hoped to
receive wisdom to evolve new weapons
that would free Kosi forever from any
fear of an invasion from the Horde that
could be in the smallest degree success-
ful.

Thus is was that the apparatus and
Brail’s wisdom and Nerla’s inventions
infused a new spirit into the land of
Bilbak. With the meters for testing
character, as well as the thought cloud
projection apparatus always at hand in
the court, with which the councillors
sounded each others natures to the
depths, all knew each other so well
that trouble and strife did not get a
chance to breed. Norla, working with
long range apparatus, instilled an ab-
stract love for their fellows deep into
the core of each of the key men of the
government as well as in most of the
merchants and important personages.
It was not long before the city be-
came a little Utopia and its happiness
and unique new methods spread like
wildfire over Bilbak.

Shortly after that momentous year
had passed, filled with the joy of ac-
complishment, a strange looking space-
ship circled slowly over the city and
settled to a landing at the city gates,
after announcing friendly intentions
over the television in the palace. At-
tended by a welcoming group, Norla
and Lori went out to meet the strangers.
With a sense of impending disaster
Lori noted the uniforms of the Horde
while he and Norla were yet at a dis-
tance. Then his discovery turned into
keen but concealed amusement when
he recognized at the bead of the wait-

ing wvisitors Prince Brail, resplendent
in the uniform of an admiral ef the
Horde. What was the reason for this
masquerade, thought Lori, puzzled. He
recognized the prince’s attendants as
some of his comrades, once more in their
old uniforms,

“Lori, what is Brail doing in a Horde
uniform?”’ queried Norla.

“We’ll soon find out,” the young pilot
replied and laughed as they approached
the visitors.

The men of the Horde whipped hand
rays from under their tunics, deployed
so as to surround the peaceful welcem-
ing party, and then in a loud voice
the red-haired prince demanded the
bodies of Norla and Lori, or they would
be dropped dead in their tracks. There
was no possibility of resistance, as the
newly built apparatus in the palace at
Kosi, although overlopking the scene,
was in the hands of men who knew
Prince Brail as their real ruler., Hence
it was but the work of a few minutes
to seize the green witch and her spouse,
several of the slave girls, and a digni-
tary from the court particularly liked
for his constant witticisms and hustle
them roughly aboard the ship, which
then took off with a roar into the hea-
vens. The people, furious, stood around
consumed by their impotence, for Norla
and Lori were beloved by the entire
nation.

“YUST what,” asked Norla indig-
nantly of Brail, “is the idea of
kidnapping us in this rude fashion?”
“First of all, lovely Norla, I longed to
see your faces. And secondly, I wanted
to show those beautifully careless
Kosians that they must prepare for
danger always or be overcome at the
first blow. My men are going to launch
a campaign of preparedness on the
strength of this little incident which
will not cease until the whole planet



QUEST OF BRAIL 55

of Bilbak is impregnable to any known
modern method of assault. Last of
all, I am going on a little trip into a
dark place,” he grinned, “and I need
Lori as a guide and Norla for her wis-
dom. Is that clear?”

Mirrla and the green witch embraced
as if they had been parted for years
and went off on some feminine business
of apparently vast importance, judg-
ing by the chatter that marked their
going.

Lori accompanied Brail to his cabin.
There the prince broke out a vast book
of space charts.

“You may remember, Lori, that con-
stant dream of yours about a dark God-
dess of life, afar in space? I spoke to
Norla long ago of your dreams and her
part in them and she gave me an idea
that consumes with curiosity to see if
she is right. She is so often right, that
I can hardly doubt her.

“She has made a study of dreams,
knows what causes them, how to create
them, in fact, all about them. She
told me that she had not created your
dream of the dark Goddess in space,
but that its repetition through the years
proved to her beyond a doubt that you
were sensitive to some great living thing
in the part of dark space that seemed
to draw you; that she knew beyond a
doubt that some god-like being lived
there in space pretty much as you
dreamed about its doing.

“Now I propose that we go there
and if this great being exists and is
the beneficient force you picture her,
she will give us wisdom, perhaps even
the wisdom of immortality; at the very
least we shall obtain a knowledge that
will enable us to build weapons to make
our little world of happy people truly
impregnable. What do you think?”

Lori was very thoughtful as he re-
plied: “Norla may be right. As you
say, she so often is right. Certainly

such a being would not harm us. I
am not certain that I can guide the
ship there, but I certainly can feel the
direction in my mind, as though I were
a living compass.”

“It will be a great adventure,” cried
the prince.

“If mischance should come, our peo-
ple of Kosi are started on the road to
fairer life. If we succeed, the road
to broader life will be easier and
quicker to find. Besides, it is an old
ambition of mine, to take my own ship
and go there into the dark spaces.

“Did you notice the ship particularly
as you entered?” asked Brail. “Come,
I want to show-you the life boats.” Qut-
side the cabin, a tight little twenty-
man trip-ship lay in its tube, ready
for instant launching. “You didn’t see
it, did you? On the bow is painted the
name of the mother-ship . . . Lori.

“Since the expedition is to your god-
dess, I have named the ship for you,
my friend. Since in truth it changes
nothing, I make you a gift of it. Do
as you will, however, I must go along.”

HE young pilot stared at the red-

haired prince gratefully. His voice
was choked with emotion when he man-
aged at last to speak.

“Our wishes are coincident, my
leader. It changes nothing; I under-
stand what you mean. I thank you
for your generous gift. I shall serve
you well with it, be sure. The Lori
is a beautiful ship. When did you build
her?”

Brail explained that he still had the
plans for the original five ships that
had been built in Bersalt caverns. There
had been added to this new ship several
improvements, after detailed examina-
tion had been made of the ships cap-
tured from the Horde. “Much appara-
tus is from ships spare parts, carried in
our own ships. She represents the com-
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bined knowledge of two empires of
space modified by our own lack of
workmen and technicos and proper
equipment to build her with, yet she
is the fastest ship I have yet had under
my proud feet,” the prince finished.
“It will take us a twelvemonth, I
approximate, to reach the dark spaces,”
Lori estimated. “It has always felt
to me to be beyond the star of Wilotar.”
“You do not yet know the rate of
speed of your ship, Lori. Af our ac-
celeration of 500 miles per second, we
should reach that area in little more
than half the time you make it. But
it will take some time to figure out
how to reach the precise spot and we
cannot do much searching at high
speeds. So it may in the end take the
time you say, althought our return trip
will be much quicker because we will
know exactly where we are going.”
“You seem satisfied that you will
actually find some great being there,
Brail,” commented the other man.
“Since Norla says it is no vision, but
a strange sensory perception of a liv-
ing fact, yes, I do feel sure.”

FREE of the apprehension of pursuit,

with a feeling of worthy accom-
plishment behind them and an immense
anticipation of the adventure ahead,
the trip seemed an idyll. The muted
thunder of the activating rockets at
last died and the quiet that is space at
its best lulled the whole ship into a
restful state of timeless enjoyment of
each other’s conmpany.

Norla’s special apparatus had been
installed in the ship and a strong focus-
ing field about the entire ship brought
a stimulating richness of that essence
of life-energy ash, which fills space,
into the very core of the vessel. Her
reflecting materials coated the interior
of the ship except at the points where
the field focii entered the hull and the

result was a strong concentration of
the stuff from which all matter, includ-
ing living matter, grows, This rich-
ness of life material gave the senses
an immense power of perception; every
natural function, including thought, in-
creased steadily in potency until life
aboard ship became an unbelievable
idyll of stimulating mental contact, bril-
liant conversation, and incidentally,
love between the sexes. So the travel-
year passed like a dream, a very beauti-
ful and precious dream, filled with
loved faces lit supernaturally by intel-
ligence and infectious gayety and also
with deep and irresistible love.

The owner of the new ship spent
many hours in the control room in
the bow, peering at the instruments
for first sign of the goal aheal and at
last he corrected the course to a cer-
tain pair of dark planets. The source
of the abstract mental call seemed to
come from these or near them,

HIS was dark space, these two
planets had never been under the
light of a sun. They could only. be
detected by obstacle alarm instruments
until the Lori approached within ap-
preciable gravitational influence. They
swung into a wide orbit about the pair
of planets. Every instinct told Lori
that this was the source of the call
of the Dark Goddess. But though he
sensed her presence strongly, he could
not tell precisely what he was expected
to do. Norla solved this problem.
*“You put on the cap of the thought
cloud device, and go to sleep. Then
you will dream of your Goddess and
we will watch the dream in the cloud’s
pictures. Surely if she makes the
dreams or if your dreams are a reflec-
tion of her powerful thought-life, we
can tell more about her from the strong
augmentation of your perception of her
in the thought-cloud.”
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So Lori swallowed a couple of sleep-
ing tablets, donned the thought-cloud’s
helmet, and drifted off to sleep under
the caressing hand of his beloved Norla.
Soon the swirling vapors of luminous
mist in their prisoning magnetic field
gleamed with the dream’s beginning.

Below the frigid surface of the nearer
planet was a strong beautiful life call-
ing in a voice that never ceased. To-
ward this voice Lori was flying, an
arrow of mist. Through the hard gran-
ite and frozen air of the surface—
through the gradually warmer strata
of rock—to emerge at last in a cavern
filled with rosy light everywhere, and
swift and happy feet racing by. Planets
of awesome luxuriance hung their fruits
and flowers over the webs of paths.
Laughter tinkled always there, and love
was a thick, supporting essence in the
scented air.

But the questing mist that was the
dream of Lori flew on through the
cavern, to rest at last before a great
pool of green, sea-scented, lapping
water surrounded by marble seats
where many people sat, but did not
speak. They were waiting by the pool
of the Goddess, and Lori waited, too.

Presently the water swirled and
broke in many silver gleamings and
from the center rose the vast and beauti-
ful head, the long dripping hair that
was not hair, the great eyes and wide
scarlet mouth, the gleaming shoulders
and tremendous long arms ending in
webbed fingers, the red tipped breasts,
the pillaring waist, the hips that did
not divide into legs but into two great
serpentine drivers, ending in the wide
tail fins of a fish,

She was a tremendous creature from
some forgotten sea, and she took a
throne-like seat above them, her silent
adoring people. They bowed their
heads, and then all began to speak at
once. But she pointed at the nearest,

and they stilled. He, a man of green
skin like Norla, spoke.

“ ABOVE us in the dark a ship circles

in answer to the call, It is long
since one has answered the ancient call,
and so we do not know if they are to
be admitted.”

Her voice was a great bell of mean-
ing in the cavern.

“Of course, admit them. The Gods
of the Dark Places do not refuse the
children of the deadly sun’s their wis-
dom. That is why the call exists, why
the great vibrations of the dream-maker
mechanism throb always through the
surface towers—io call the worthier
sons of the mortals away from their
deadly sun’s light and into the dark
of space where they will not die, Ad-
mit them, teach them, then bring them
to me.”

The great voice ceased and the peo-
ple filed out of the room, and the wo-
man who was not a woman, but an
ancient Goddess sat dreaming above
the scented water, her . great webbed
hands supporting her face. And the
mist that was Lori drifted up and
caressed that face and she smiled, say-
ing softly—“I know.”

And presently Lori awoke. But he
did not forget the dream as Norla and
Brail and Mirrla had watched the
thought-cloud while he slept. As Lori
arose Brail spoke—

“I take it that we are to be admitted
to something very strange and very
beautiful, those caverns beneath the
icy face of that world below. But what
did she mean by mortals and Gods.
Do you suppose they are immortal?”

“I think we are going to learn,” cried
Mirrla as the ship swerved suddenly
under a new impulse and began to sink
swiftly toward the dark, frozen world.

A great opening glowed brilliantly
below and from it tall beams of power
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played upon the Lori, drawing it in
slowly. Soon they were nested in the
vastly too large cradles of the entrance
and behind them a great airlock swung
shut. Air hissed into the great cavern
entrance chamber,

As they hesitated before the door
locks of the Lori, a voice said in their
ears—

“It is quite safe to come out. You
are in our power anyway.”

It was so that they entered the
caverns of the Dark Goddess.

PRESENTLY they stood before her

and gasped to see the vitality that
shone from her, to feel its strong surge
through their bodies tell them that a
God’s life is a powerful life, Her skin
was black as night itself, with a purple
irridescence rippling over it like heat
lightning, her lips were a scarlet flame
about her gleaming teeth,

They looked long on her and she on
them. At last Brail spoke.

“All my life I have heard of Gods
and Goddesses, demons and angels,
efrits, leprechanus and other immortal
beings. They were supposed to live
forever, and yet I have always seen
death to be inescapable by any life
form. If you are immortal, tell me
why you are immortal and others mor-
tal. For I do not believe in immor-
tality.”

Her answer was long in coming—

“Long ages ago, a great ship set out
from its mother planet. They were
loaded down with all the requirements,
the equipment for living, to colonize
another earth, far away. Among them
were some very wise scientists. Their
ship broke down far from the light of
any sun, in the deserted depths of dark
space. They drifted to a landing upon
a frozen earth, an inhospitable world,
apparently. They could not repair their
ship, and when their fuel began to run

low, they burrowed deep tunnels into
the rock, where the pressure creates
heat. There at the level where the
warmth was best suited to their na-
ture, they carved out a dwelling, moved
in their machinery and equipment and
food supplies, brought frozen earth
from the surface and planted seeds.

. “It was a terrible task. At first many
died. But after a while they learned
how to live in the caverns where the
pressure serves the purpose of heating,
and the difference in temperature from
the surface can be used to build thermo
dynamos to create power and make
artificial light for the plants, After
children came, they grew numerous
again.

After a lifetime had passed, they
learned a tremendous thing. None of
them had grown old. Instead, they
had grown young; instead of aging, they
were growing like children again. At
first they could not understand this,
but their scientists solved the mystery.
Their suns were the cause of their age;
where there was no sun, there was no
age.’

“So the first immortals of dark space
came into being. I am partly a child
of that race, though my seed was altered
in their birth laboratories to adapt me
to life in the sea. This planet is at
present my home until I grow too big
for it, then I will find a larger. It
amuses me to call the mortals of the

® There is a great deal of evidence that radium
and similar disintegrant metals come from the sun
as gingle atoms-——permeate the soil for centuries,
are gathered up by erosion by rain water and
hence into the boedy and into trees and plants.
There they accumulate and are the cause of our
death by radium poisoning—alias AGE., The men
who know this are making successful efforts to
solve the problem of keeping these deadly seeds
of the sun out of the body. Some success has
been achieved by distillation and centrifugation
of the fluid intake of experimental animals. In
time, by this method, it is expected that life will
be prolonged two or three times the present life
span.—AUTHOR.
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sun blighted worlds to me, that they
may learn how to live in the dark lands.
So it was that you. heard my great
transmitter of the dream-call. So—
you are here.”

Her great voice went on—

“Now you are free of the deadly
little sun seeds which gather in the
body and kill all life near a sun. Now
the older you get the stronger and
larger and wiser you will be. You may
stay with us until you have learned
our methods of life, then you may
choose whether to join my people or
seek your own way of life. Many peo-
ple used to come, to stay with me al-
ways as my friends and my strength.
But they come no longer, something
has happened to them. T am Alfreya,
the Dark Goddess. You are welcome
here.”

HE medicoes of the people of Al-

freya were men who had lived
under her age-old wisdom for centuries.
They had learned things no mortal
man ever learns. Scon after Brail’s
party arrived, a dozen or more of these
scientists arrived in their quarters, ac-
companied by a formidable array of
apparatus. They inoculated, injected,
transfused bottles of gleaming fluid
into their veins, took x-rays, measure-
ments, blood-tests. For days this went
on and the last treatment of all was
this:

“You see, each cell of the body feeds
upon subtly different substances, all of
them manufactured from the ordinary
food by the glands and organs of the
body. And there are several substances
and compounds which occur naturally
in food, which are more acceptable to
some types of cells of the body than
others. We synthesize most of these
compounds, and by injecting certain
ones into the blood stream, any par-
ticular type of cell can be fed betier

»

than the others. Now, the nerve cells
of the body and the thought cells of
the brain are the most important in the
body; their health or illness determines
the character of the human, as well as
his awareness to pleasure, danger or
pain. This injection is of those sub-
stances most needed by these cells. It
will cause a renewed growth of the
whole sensory system as well as of the
brain. You will find your awareness
of life increasing tremendously, your
fingers almost able to see, your pleasure
nerves a hundred times as able to trans-
mit pleasure impulses to the brain—-
while your thought becomes a multiple
of the normal amount to which you
are accustomed. This injection is your
entrance into Nirvana, the place where
people dwell who can really feel, think
and have emotions. Your past life
will become a dull gray memory to the
vivid, intense life you will now lead.”

They injected, from hypodermics of
a huge size, a yellow fluid slowly into
their veins, It ran like the fire of
love through their bodies, strange new
colors coruscated before their eyes as
the powerful stuff began its work. They
could hear men thinking at great dis-
tances, feel the vibrations of a man
walking a half-mile away. Every per-
ception became a tremendous thing to
the puny sensation it had been, as the
growing nerve cells began to function
at a strong new rate of growth and
renewal. Already they were more than
human.

O NORLA, the greatest thrill in

those caverns of the frozen world
of the Immortal Goddess Alfreya, were
the libraries of books from the myriad
Dark Cities of Endless Life on her
race’s planets. Written by men who
had had an age, a thousand thousand
vears to learn how to tell a man what
they wished, illustrated by artists
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whose hands had painted with the
brush for uncounted centuries, these
books were too vast of meaning for a
mortal to fully understand, but their
beauty and immense significance were
irresistible. What she could learn from
them was so illuminating, so fascinating
to her that Lori could not get her out
of the book rooms even to eat.

Months went by, and daily they at-
tended classes, for Alfreya’s planet
stood at the edge of a sun-poisoned area,
and was formerly a sort of entrance
school for mortals who were to enter the
immortal paths of the dark areas of
space. Now the ships came no longer to
answer the call the huge thought trans-
mitters sent out forever. Lori surmised
this was due to the stupefying influence
of the pleasure ray cliques such as ruled
the Horde, who customarily removed
anyone capable of thinking for them-
selves from the living.

In the classes they learned how the
great underground greenhouses of the
cities were built, how they were heated

from water piped deep into the hot
substrata and back again. They learned
what light rays were needed by the
plants and how to make them. How
to build the thermo electric generators
which operated on the difierence in
temperature between the surface cold
and the hot rocks of the depths. They
learned how to build a disintegrator'®
powerful enough to bore such caverns
into the shell of a frozen planet with-
out labor. And from this disintegrator
Brail designed a weapon which he was
sure would protect the little world he
had set on the path to greatness from
the power of the Horde.

This had been his original purpose
in the trip to the Dark Goddess, to ob-
tain a weapon to make his planet im-
pregnable to the Horde. But now he
knew the hideous nature of sun poisons,
and knew that his real problem was

how to transport the masses of people
from his sunblighted planet to some
new and sunless world.

HE Lori, after some months, was
equipped with these small but in-
finitely powerful in-oxygen generators
and Brail felt that no ship in sunward
space could meet them in battle and
live.
When Alfreya at last pronounced
them ready to begin their own immortal
life on a frozen planet, they bade their

10 The disintegrator, simply explained, worked
hike this: Fire must have oxygen, and atomic fire
must have a substance which we will call in-
oxygen; in to designate the smallness of its parts.
A sub-atomic oxygen supports atomic fire, This
in-oxygen is a secondary integration—the product
of two primary integrations in combination. These
primary integrations are the first step in the for-
mation of the atoms from the ash of suns—the ex-
disintegrance which—expanding from all suns, fills
space with its tenuesity. These two basic integra-
tions were condensed from the etheric flow which
penectrates everywhere, by two separate mech-
anisms. These were tuned magnetic field lenses,
generated from a powerful little dynamo of a
strange design, for it made, not electric, but a sub-
electric of very different properties from the larger
electronic flow. These were equipped with coils
which spread the penetrative, powerful field lenses
over an arez of miles and focused all the etheric
flow which contained the particular sized particle
desired. This primary integration flow was fo-
cused upon an accumulator. This accumulator
charged the fluid of a battery whose nature Brail
did not understand but which held the material
until needed. These two mechanisms were set up
and charged—then the conductive beam from each
was focused where the atomic fire was to be
created. As the two beams met, the in-oxygen
which supports atomic fire was created from their
union. Since a vastly greater supply of in-oxygen
was created than is normally present, atomic fire
sprang into life, just as oil will burst into flame
when pure oxygen is played upen it from a hoese.
As this twin beam was played upon rock, it
sprang into tremendous flame, melted and ran
like water, When the beams were shut off, the
fire went out, just as ordinary fire goes out if it
lacks oxygen. The range of the beams was enor-
mous as the particles of primary integrance are
so small as to be hardly impeded by any ma-
terial. So the weapon could be hidden in a deep
cavern and played upon a space ship far beyond
the range of anmy known wespon and the ship
would burst into flame, become a nothing.—
AUTHOR.
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immortal friends a grateful, temporary
farewell, and once more the Lori lifted
into the ever-night,

Over a council table that night, the
friends sat long, their now wiser, in-
finitely more sensitive and loving faces
frowning. Brail summed up their de-
cision,

“So we will make one trip to our
friends, back into the deadly light. We
will set up the machinery for transport-
ing all the people to our new home on
the planet Alfreya suggested. We will
start the building of the migration ships,
then outfit our present small fleet and
leave ahead of the migration to pre-

pare a home for them. It is a big job
but it is our duty. I think we have
seen enough of things called men who
fail to do their duty. So be it.”

They lifted their glasses in a toast—

“To the new and immortal race we
will build and to our new found friends,
the Gods who dwell in the space-dark.
And to our leader who has made this
future possible-—All Hail. May he
continue to lead us forever.”

The happiness that sure knowledge
of an infinite future of life and growth
and youth gave them showed on their
faces in a strangely hallowed light as
they drank.

THE FRENCH DWARF

role in the French Revolution. When he

had reached his sixteenth year, he stood
only 60 centimeters high. As was the custom in
the roval families of that period, he was placed in
the court Lo amuse the royal children. They could
not know then how useful he would prove to them.
The family of the Duke de Orleans owe their lives
to this tiny fellow.

Several years after he was placed in the house-
hold of the Orleans family, the Bastille was
stormed, the September massacres took place, and
blood flowed like water through the cobblestone
streets of Paris. The nobles feared for their very
lives, and they were fully justified. No one was
spared. Heads were falling by the hundreds in the

RICHEBOURG, a dwarf, played an amazing

public square. Some nobles were able to hustle
their wives and children out of Paris by devious
means. The Orleans were bent upon escape also.

This they meant to achieve by contacting their
friends outside the city. But the fields and forests
wete filled with enraged peasants. Finally Riche-
bourg came to the aid of the distraught duchess.
He suggested that they dress him up as an infant.
All the urgent communications could be placed in
his clothes. Luckily, the most suspicious Revolu-
tionary could find no reason to stop a numse with.
a baby in her arms. The Orleans family were
forever grateful to Richebourg and for the re«
mainder of his life they presented him with 3,000
francs every year. In 1865 in Paris, he dled at the
ripe old age of ninety-two.—Sandy Miller.

IMPORTED KILLERS

rage in many of our big cities, killers or tor-

pedoes {to use the underworld lingo) were
often imported to bump off an undesirable indi-
vidual.

But now I'll tell you of a “killer” that was im-
ported frem Australia to “rub out” an enemy that
whs threatening to destroy our citrus industry in
California, This vicious little character was called
the coitony-cushion scale, a small, white insect. It
atrived in California in the late 1860’s and {ound
the ¢limate and the citrus trees very much to its
taste. So the scale decided to settle down and
roam no more—in fact, by 1800 it had become such
a pest that the entire citrus industry was threat-
ened with destruction. This called for total war so
the citrus growers called in some detectives in the

IN THE wild 20’ when gang wars were the

form of federal entomologists. . They discovered
that the other citrus producing regions of the world
were divided into two classes, namely, those who
were bothered with the cottony-cushion scale and
those who did not have it at all. Only one region,
Australia, had the insect but it gave the growers no
trouble. Here lay the answer to the problem and
immediately an entomologist was dispatched tp dis-
cover the secret. After some research, he sent back
140 Australian lady-bugs and they together with
their offspring can be credited with saving our
citrus industry.,

In a short time these lady-bugs had eaten up al-
most every scale they could find in California. The
entire “fee” for this job was approximately $1500
—a small sum indeed when we consider the yearly
output of the industry —ZLee Owens.




IMAGINATION?
OR INVENTION!

COMPARE THIS
AMAZING STORY
WITH ITS REALITY

CIENCE fiction authors have often
been criticized for their “extravagant”
imaginations, and their fictional “in-

ventions” have been dubbed ridiculous by
unthinking persons in spite of the fact that
the record shows that literally hundreds of
the amazing inventions in use today were
imagined in the fiction presented in Amazing
Stories by these authors long before they be-
came actualities. We present the most recent
of those actualities, the jet-propelled plane.

In the cut above is shown the new P-80,
the Shooting Star, manufactured by Lock-
heed. It is propellerless and ttavels solely

This fictional jet-propelled ship is the
invention of James B. Setiles (artist) and
Henry Gade (author). Note '42 date.

on its jets. It reaches a terrific speed, in
excess of 550 miles per hour; has a ceiling
of well above 45,000 feet. '

As proof that our authors’ imagination is
every bit as logical and practical (and pro-
phetic!) as the best scientific engineers, we
are reproducing the back cover of the No-
vember 1942 Amazing Stories. Compare it
with the actual jet plane and note the almost
ihcredible similarity. Truly Amaszing Stories
i‘ht'e magazine of prophetic fiction!
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